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THE BOOKSELLER'S ADVERTISEMENT.

Many of the admirers of Mr. Cowper's writings having expressed a

desire of possessing an edition of his Poems which should contain his devotional

pieces with the rest This volume has been supplied with two Appendixes. The

first includes his Translations from the works of Madame Guion, which he pre-

sented in manuscript to the Rev. William Bull, who printed them separately

in a small volume ; and it is with his permission that they are here inserted. The
second consists of Poems which were written during his residence in the parish

of the Rev. John Newton, with whom he joined in composing a volume for

social worship and private use, which was published in 1779, under the title of

" Olney Hymns."

This quarto edition of the Poems, with the letters and poetical pieces

published in Mr. Hayley's Life of Cowper (to which this volume will form a

very proper companion) will comprise all the works of the author except his

Version of Homer, printed in two volumes quarto and four volumes octavo, and

his Translations from Milton's Latin and Italian Poems, with parts of a Com-
mentary on the Paradise Lost, now preparing for the press by his Biographer.

The last will be published for the benefit of an Orphan, the Godson of Mr,

Cowper, in one volume quarto, price two guineas.

Subscriptions for the Milton will be received by J. Johnson, in St.

Paul's Church Yard, and R. H. Evans, Pall Mall.

John Sargent, Esq. M. P. and Samuel Smith, Esq. M. P. have

kindly undertaken to act as Trustees on the occasion for this interesting Orphan.





PREFACE.

When an Author, by appearing in print, requefb an audience of the Public,

and is upon the point of fpeaking for himfelf, whoever prefumes to ftep

before him with a preface, and to fay " Nay, but hear me firft," ihould have

fomething worthy of attention to offer, or he will juftly be deemed officious

and impertinent. The judicious reader has probably, upon other occafions

been beforehand with me in this reflection : and I am not very willing it

mould now be applied to me, however I may feem to expofe myfclf to the

danger of it. But the thought of having my own name perpetuated in

connexion with the name in the title page, is fo pleafmg and flattering to

the feeliners of mv heart, that I am content to riile fomethine for the

gratification.

This Preface is not defigned to commend the Poems to which it is

prefixed. My teftimony would be infufficient for thofe who are not qua-

lified to judge properly for themfelves, and unneceffary to thofe who are.

Befides, the reafons, which render it improper and unfeemly for a man

to celebrate his own performances, or thofe of his neareft relatives, will

have fome influence in fupprefllng much of what he might otherwife wifh

to fay in favour of a friend, when that friend is indeed an alter idem, and

excites almoft the fame emotions of fenfibility and affection as he feels

for himfelf.

It is very probable thefe Poems may come into the hands of fome per-

fons, in whom the fight of the author's name will awaken a recollection

of incidents and fcenes, which through length of time they had almofl for-

gotten. They will be reminded of one, who was once the companion of

their chofen hours, and who fet out with them in early life in the paths,

which lead to literary honours, to influence and affluence, with equal

profpects of fuccefs. But he was fuddenly and powerfully withdrawn

from thofe purfuits, and he left them without regret
;
yet not till he had
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VI fREFACE.

fufficient opportunity of counting the coft, and of knowing the value of

what he gave up. If happinefs could have been found in claffical attain-

ments, in an elegant tafte, in the exertions of wit, fancy, and genius, and
in the efteem and converfe of fuch perfons, as in thefe refpecls were
moft congenial with himfelf, he would have been happy. But he was
not—He wondered (as thoufands in a fimilar fituation ftill do) that he
mould continue diflatisfied, with all the means apparently conducive to

fatisfa&ion within his reach.—But in due time the caufe of his difappoint-

ment was difcovered to him—He had lived without God in the world.

In a memorable hour the wifdom which is from above vifited his heart.

Then he felt himfelf a wanderer, and then he found a guide. Upon this

change of views, a change of plan and conducl followed of courfe. When
he faw the hujy and the gay world in its true light, he left it with as little

reluctance as a prifoner, when called to liberty, leaves his dungeon. Not
that he became a Cynic or an Afcetic—A heart filled with love to God,
will afluredly breathe benevolence to men. But the turn of his temper
inclining him to rural life, he indulged it, and the providence of God evi-

dently preparing his way and marking out his retreat, he retired into the
country. By thefe Heps the good hand of God, unknown to me, was pro-
viding for me one of the principal bleffings of my life ; a friend and a
counfellor, in whofe company for almoft feven years, though we were
feldom feven fucceffive waking hours feparated, I always found new plea-

fure. A friend, who was not only a comfort to myfelf, but a bleffing to

the affectionate poor people, among whom I then lived.

Some time after inclination had thus removed him from the hurry and
buftle of life, he was ftill more fecluded by a long indifpofition, and my
pleafure was fucceeded by a proportionable degree of anxiety and concern.
But a hope, that the God whom he ferved would fupport him under
his affliction, and at length vouchfafe him a happy deliverance, never for-

fook me. The defirable crifis, I truft, is now nearly approaching. The
dawn, the prefage of returning day, is already arrived. He is again enabled
to refume his pen, and fome of the firft fruits of his recovery are here
prefented to the public. In his principal fubje&s, the fame acumen which
diftinguifhed him in the early period of life, is happily employed in illuf-
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trating and enforcing the truths of which he received fuch deep and

unalterable impreffions in his maturer years. His fatire, if it may be called

fo, is benevolent, (like the operations of the fkilful and humane furgeon,

-who wounds only to heal,") dictated by a juft regard for the honour of God,

and indignant grief excited by the profligacy of the age, and a tender

compafhon for the fouls of men.

His favourite topics are leaft indited on in the piece entitled Table Talk ;

which therefore, with fome regard to the prevailing tafte, and that thofe

who are governed by it, may not be difcouraged at the very threfhold

from proceeding farther, is placed firft. In moft of the larger Poems

which follow, his leading defign is more explicitly avowed and purfued.

He aims to communicate his own perceptions of the truth, beauty, and

influence of the religion of the Bible—A religion, which, however dif-

credited by the mifconduet of many, who have not renounced the Chriftian

name, proves itlelf, when rightly underftood, and cordially embraced, to

be the grand defideratum, which alone can relieve the mind of man from

painful and unavoidable anxieties, infpire it with ftable peace and folid

hope, and furnifh thofe motives and profpecls, which, in the prefent ftate

of things, are abfolutely necevTary to produce a conduct worthy of a rational

creature, diftinguifhed by a vaftnefs of capacity, which no affemblage of

earthly good can fatisfy, and by a principle and pre-intimation of immor-

tality.

At a time when hypothecs and conjecture in philofophy are fo juftly

exploded, and little is confidered as deferving the name of knowledge,

which will not Hand the teft of experiment, the very ufe of the term

experimental in religious concernments, is by too many unhappily rejected

with difguft. But we well know, that they, who affect to defpife the

inward feelings which religious perfons fpeak of, and to treat them as

enthufiafm and folly, have inward feelings of their own, which though

they would they cannot fupprefs. We have been too long in the fecret

ourfelves, to account the proud, the ambitious, or the voluptuous, happy.

We muft lofe the remembrance of what we once were, before we can

believe, that a man is fatisfied with himfelf, merely becaufe he endeavours
'

to appear fo. A fmile upon the face is often but a mafk worn occafionally
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and in company, to prevent, if poffible, a fufpicion of what at the fame

time is paffing in the heart. We know that there are people, who feldom

ftnile when they are alone, who therefore are glad to hide themfelves in a

throng from the violence of their own reflections ; and who, while by

their looks and their language they wifli to perfuade us they are happy,

would be glad to change their conditions with a dog. But in defiance of

all their efforts they continue to think, forebode, and tremble. This we

know for it has been our own ftate, and therefore we know how to com-

miferate it in others.—From this ftate the Bible relieved us—When we

were lead to read it with attention, we found our/elves defcribed.—We
learnt the caufes of our inquietude—we were directed to a method of

relief—we tried, and we were not difappointed.

Deus nobis hcec otiafecit.

We are now certain that the gofpel of Chrift is the power of God unto

falvation, to every one that believeth. It has reconciled us to God, and

to ourfelvcs, to our duty, and our fituation. It is the balm and cordial of

the prefent life, and a fovereign antidote againft the fear of death.

Sed hacleuus hac. Some fmaller pieces upon lefs important fubje&s clofe

the volume. Not one of them, I believe, was written with a view to

publication, but I was unwilling they fliould be omitted.

John Newton.

Charles Square, Hoiton,
fc'ebtiiary it-, 173&
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POEMS.

TABLE TALK.

Si tc forte meae gravis uret farcina chartae,

Abjicito Hor. Lib. I. Epift. 13.

A. You told me, I remember, glory, built

On felfifh principles, is fhame and guilt

;

The deeds, that men admire as half divine,

Stark naught, becaufe corrupt in their defign.

Strange doctrine this ! that without fcruple tears

The laurel, that the very lightning fpares;

Brings down the warrior's trophy to the duft,

And eats into his bloody fword like rufc.

B. I grant that, men continuing what they are,

Fierce, avaricious, proud, there mutt be war.

And never meant the rule mould be applied

To him, that fights with juftice on his fide.

Let laurels, drenched in pure Parnaflian dews,

Reward his memory, dear to everv mule,

B



TABLE TALK.

Who, with a courage of unfhaken root,

In honour's field advancing his firm foot,

Plants it upon the line that juftice draws,

And will prevail or perifh in her caufe.

'Tis to the virtues of fuch men, man owes

His portion in the good, that heaven beftows.

And when recording hiftory difplays

Feats of renown, though wrought in ancient days,

Tells of a few flout hearts, that fought and died

Where duty placed them, at their country's fide

;

The man, that is not moved with what he reads,

That takes not fire at their heroic deeds,

Unworthy of the bleffings of the brave,

Is bafe in kind, and born to be a flave.

But let eternal infamy purfue

The wretch to nought but his ambition true,

Who, for the fake of filling with one blafl

The poft-horns of all Europe, lays her wafte.

Think yourfelf ftationed on a towering rock,

To fee a people fcattered like a flock,

Some royal maftiff panting at their heels,

With all the favage thirft a tyger feels ;

Then view him felf-proclaimed in a gazette

Chief monfler, that has plagued the nations yet

:

The globe and fceptre in fuch hands mifplaced,

Thofe enfigns of dominion, how difgraced !

The glafs, that bids man mark the fleeting hour,

And death's own feythe would better fpeak his power

;
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Then grace the bony phantom in their ftead

With the king's moulder knot and gay cockade
;

Clothe the twin brethren in each other's drefs,

The fame their occupation and fuccefs.

A. 'Tis your belief the world was made for man ;

Kings do but reafon on the felf-fame plan :

Maintaining your's, you cannot their's condemn,

Who think, or feem to think, man made for them.

B. Seldom, alas ! the power of logic reigns

With much fufficiency in royal brains

;

Such reafoning falls like an inverted cone,

Wanting its proper bafe to ftand upon.

Man made for kings 1 thofe optics are but dim,

That tell you fo—fay, rather, they for him.

That were indeed a king-ennobling thought,

Could they, or would they, reafon as they ought.

The diadem, with mighty projects lined

To catch renown by ruining mankind,

Is worth, with all its gold and glittering ftore,

Jufi: what the toy will fell for, and no more.

Oh bright occafions of difpenfing good,

How feldom ufed, how little underftood

!

To pour in virtue's lap her juft reward,

Keep vice reftrained behind a double guard

;

To quell the faction, that affronts the throne,

By filent magnanimity alone ;

To nurfe with tender care the thriving arts,

Watch every beam philofophy imparts

;

B 2
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To give religion her unbridled fcope,

Nor judge by ftatute a believer's hope
;

With clofe fidelity and love unfeigned

To keep the matrimonial bond unftained

;

Covetous only of a virtuous praife
;

His life a lefTon to the land he fways

;

To touch the fword with confcientious awe,

Nor draw it but when duty bids him draw

;

To fheath it in the peace-reftoring clofe

With joy beyond what victory beftows ;

Bleft country, where thefe kingly glories mine

;

Bleft England, if this happinefs be thine !

A. Guard what you fay ; the patriotic tribe

Will fneer and charge you with a bribe.—B. A bribe ?

The worth of his three kingdoms I defy,

To lure me to the bafenefs of a lie.

And, of all lies, (be that one poet's boaft)

The lie that flatters I abhor the moft.

Thofe arts be theirs, who hate his gentle reign,

But he that loves him has no need to feign.

A. Your fmooth eulogium to one crown addreffed,

Seems to imply a cenfure on the reft.

B. Quevedo, as he tells his fober tale,

Afked, when in hell, to fee the royal jail

;

Approved their method in all other things ;

But where, good fir, do you confine your kings ?

There—faid his guide—the group is full in view.

Indeed ?—replied the Don—there are but few.
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His black interpreter the charge difdained

—

Few, fellow ?—there are all that ever reigned.

Wit, undiftiriguifhing, is apt to ftrike

The guilty and not guilty both alike.

I grant the farcafm is too fevere,

And we can readily refute it here ;

While Alfred's name, the father of his age,

And the Sixth Edward's grace the hiftoric page.

A. Kings then at lait have but the lot of all,

By their own conduct they muft ftand or fall.

B. True. While they live, the courtly laureat pays

His quit-rent ode, his pepper- corn x>f praife
;

And many a dunce whofe fingers itch to write,

Adds, as he can, his tributary mite : .

A fubjecYs faults a fubject may proclaim,

A monarch's errors are forbidden game !

Thus free from cenfure, over-awed by fear,

And praifed for virtues, that they fcorn to wear,

The fleeting forms of majefty engage

RefpecT:, while {talking over life's narrow ftage ;

Then leave their crimes for hiftory to fcan,

And afk with bufy fcorn, Was this the man ?

I pity kings, whom worfhip waits upon

Obfequious from the cradle to the throne;

Before whofe infant eyes -the flatterer bows,

And binds a wreath about their baby brows ;

Whom education ftiffens into Rate,

And death awakens from that dream too late.
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Oh ! if fertility with fupple knees,

Whofe trade it is to fmile, to crouch, to pleafe;

If fmooth diffimulation, fkilled to grace

A devil's purpofe with an angel's face ;

If fmiling peereffes, and fimpering peers,

Encompaffing his throne a few fhort years
;

If the gilt carriage and the pampered fteed,

That wants no driving, and difdains the lead ;

If guards, mechanically formed in ranks,

Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks,

Shouldering and ltanding as if ftuck to ftone,

While condefcending majefty looks on ;

If monarchy confift in fuch bafe things,

Sighing, I fay again, I pity kings 1

To be fufpe&ed, thwarted, and withftood,

Even when he labours for his country's good

;

To fee a band, called patriot for no caufe,

But that they catch at popular applaufe,

Carelefs of all the anxiety he feels,

Hook difappointment on the public wheels ;

With all their flippant fluency of tongue,

Moft confident, when palpably raoft wrong

;

If this be kingly, then farewell for me

All kingfhip ; and may I be poor and free !

To be the Table Talk of clubs up flairs,

To which the unwarned artificer repairs,

To indulge his genius after long fatigue,

By diving into cabinet intrigue

;
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(For what kings deem a toil, as well they may,

To him is relaxation and mere play)

To win no praife when well-wrought plans prevail,

But to be rudely cenfured when they fail

;

To doubt the love his favourites may pretend,

And in reality to find no friend

;

If he indulge a cultivated tafte,

His galleries with the works of art well graced,

To hear it called extravagance and wafie

;

If thefe attendants, and if fuch as thefe,

Mull follow royalty, then welcome eafe
;

However humble and confined the fphere,

Happy the ftate, that has not thefe to fear.

A. Thus men, whofe thoughts contemplative have dwelt

On fituations, that they never felt,

Start up lagacious, covered with the dufi:

Of dreaming ftudy and pedantic ruft,

And prate and preach about what others prove,

As if the world and they were hand and glove.

Leave kingly backs to cope with kingly cares,

They have their weight to carry, lubjects their's ;

Poets, of all men, ever leaft regret

Increafing taxes, and the nation's debt.

Could you contrive the payment, and rehearfe

The mighty plan, oracular, in verfe,

No bard, however majeftic, old or new,

Should claim my fixt attention more than you.
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B. Not Brindley nor Bridgewater would eflay

To turn the courie of Helicon that way

;

Nor would the Nine confent the facred tide

Should purl amidit the traffic of Cheapfide,

Or tinkle in 'Change- Alley, to amufe

The leathern ears of flock -jobbers and Jews.

A. Vouchfafe, at leaft, to pitch the key of rhyme

To themes more pertinent, if lefs fublime.

When minifters and minifterial arts ;

Patriots, who love good places at their hearts;

When admirals, extolled for ftanding ftill,

Or doing nothing with a deal of fkill

;

Generals, who will not conquer when they may,

Firm friends to peace, to pleafure, and good pay

;

When freedom wounded almoft to defpair,

Though difcontent alone can find out where;

When themes like thefe employ the poet's tongue,

I hear as mute as if a fyren fung.

Or tell me, if you can, what power maintains

A Britain's fcorn of arbitrary chains ?

That were a theme might animate the dead,

And move the lips of poets caft in lead.

B. The caufe, though worth the fearch, may yet elude

Conjecture and remark, however fhrewd.

They take perhaps a well directed aim,

Who feek it in his climate and his frame.

Liberal in all things elfe, yet nature here

With flern feverity deals out the year.
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Winter invades the fpring, and often pours

A chilling flood on fummer's drooping flowers
;

Unwelcome vapours quench autumnal beams,

Ungenial blafts attending curl the ftreams ;

The peafants urge their harveft, ply the fork

With double toil, and fhiver at their work

;

Thus with a rigour for his good defigned,

She rears her favourite man of all mankind.

His form robuft and of elaftic tone,

Proportioned well, half mufcle and half bone,

Supplies with warm activity and force

A mind well-lodged, and mafculine of courfe.

Hence liberty, fweet liberty infpires,

And keeps alive his fierce but noble fires.

Patient of conftitutional controul,

He bears it with meek manlinefs of foul

;

But, if authority grow wanton, woe

To him that treads upon his free-born toe

;

One flep beyond the boundary of the laws

Fires him at once in freedom's glorious caufe.

Thus proud prerogative, not much revered,

Is feldom felt, though fometimes feen and heard;

And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay,

Is kept to ftrut, look big, and talk away.

Born in a climate fofter far than our's,

Not formed like us, with fuch'Herculean powers,

The Frenchman, eafy, debonair and brifk,

Give him his lafs, his fiddle, and his frifk,



10 TABLE TALK.

Is always happy, reign whoever may,

And laughs the fenfe of mifery far away

;

He drinks his fimple beverage with a gull

;

And, feaiting on an onion and a cruft,

We never feel the alacrity and joy,

With which he fhouts and carols Vive le Roy,

Filled with as much true merriment and glee,

As if he heard his king fay—Slave be free.

Thus happinefs depends, as nature fhows,

Lefs on exterior things than mod fuppofe.

Vigilant over all that he has made,

Kind providence attends with gracious aid

;

Bids equity throughout his works prevail,

And weighs the nations in an even fcale

;

He can encourage llavery to a fmile,

And fill with difcontent a Britifh ifle.

A. Freeman and Have then, if the cafe be fuch,

Stand on a level ; and you prove too much :

If all men indifcriminately mare

His foftering power, and tutelary care,

As well be yoked by defpotifm's hand,

As dwell at large in Britain's chartered land.

B. No. Freedom has a thoufand charms to fhow,

That flaves, however contented, never know.

The mind attains beneath her happy reign

The growth, that nature meant fhe mould attain;

The varied fields of fcience, ever new,

Opening and wider opening on her view,
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She ventures onward with a profperous force,

While no bafe fear impedes her in her courfe.

Religion, richer!: favour of the fkies,

Stands moft revealed before the freeman's eves ;

No fhades of fuperftition blot the day,

Liberty chafes all that gloom away

;

The foul, emancipated, unopprefTed,

Free to prove all things and hold faft the beft,

Learns much ; and to a thoufand liitening minds

Communicates with joy the good fhe finds;

Courage in arms, and ever prompt to fhow

His manly forehead to the fierceft foe;

Glorious in war, but for the fake of peace,

His fpirits riling as his toils increafe,

Guards well what arts and indultry have wron,

And freedom claims him for her firft born fon.

Slaves fight for what were better carl: away

—

The chain that binds them, and a tyrant's fway;

But they, that fight for freedom, undertake

The nobler! caufe mankind can have at flake :

Religion, virtue, truth, whatever we call

A bleffing—freedom is the pledge of all.

Oh liberty ! the prifoner's pleating dream,

The poet's mufe, his paflion and his theme

;

Genius is thine, and thou art fancy's nurfe

;

Loft without thee the ennobling power of verfe

;

Heroic fong from thy free touch acquires

Its cleareft tone, the rapture it infpires

:

c 2
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Place me, where winter breathes his keenert air,

And I will fing, if liberty be there ;

And I will ling at liberty's dear feet,

In Afric's torrid clime, or India's fiercer!: heat.

A. Sing where you pleafe ; in fuch a caufe I grant

An Englifh poet's privilege to rant;

But is not freedom—at leaft is not our's

Too apt to play the wanton with her powers,

Grow freakim, and overleaping every mound,

Spread anarchy and terror all around ?

B. Agreed. But would you fell or flay your horfe

For bounding and curvetting in his courfe ;

Or if, when ridden with a carelefs rein,

He break away, and feek the diflant plain ?

No. His high mettle, under good controul,

Gives him Olympic fpeed, and (hoots him to the goal.

Let difcipline employ her wholefome arts

;

Let magistrates alert perform their parts,

Not fkulk or put on a prudential mafk,

As if their duty were a defperate tafk;

Let active laws apply the needful curb

To guard the peace, that riot would difturb

;

And liberty, preferved from wild excels,

Shall raife no feuds for armies to fupprefs.

When tumult lately burit his prifon door,

And fet plebeian thoufands in a roar;

When he ufurped authority's juft place,

And dared to look his matter in the face

;
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When the rude rabble's watch-word was—deffroy,

And blazing London feemed a fecond Troy

;

Liberty bluihed, and hung her drooping head,

Beheld their progrefs with the deepeft dread •

Blufbed, that effects like thefe fhe mould produce,

Worfe than the deeds of galley-flaves broke loofe.

She lofes in fuch fiorms her very name,

And fierce licentioufhefs mould bear the blame.

Incomparable gem ! thy worth untold
;

Cheap, though blood- bought; and thrown away when fold;

May no foes ravifh thee, and no falfe friend

Betray thee, while profeffing to defend
;

Prize it, ye minifters
; ye monarchs fpare

;

Ye patriots, guard it with a mifer's care.

A. Patriots, alas ! the few that have been found,

Where mod they flourifh, upon Englifh ground,

The country's need have fcantily fupplied,

And the laft left the fcene when Chatham died.

B. Not fo—the virtue ftill adorns our age,

Though the chief actor died upon the fiage.

In him Demofthenes was heard again

;

Liberty taught him her Athenian ftrain

;

She clothed him with authority and awe,

Spoke from his lips, and in his looks gave law.

His fpeech, his form, his addon, full of grace,

And all his country beaming in his face,

He ftood, as fome inimitable hand

Would ftrive to make a Paul or Tully ftand.
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No fycophant or Have, that dared oppofe

Her facred caufe, but trembled when he rofe ;

And every venal ftickler for the yoke

Felt himfelf crufhed at the firft word he fpoke.

Such men are railed to ftation and command,

When providence means mercy to a land.

He fpeaks, and they appear; to him they owe

Skill to direct, and ftrength to ftrike the blow;

To manage with addrefs, to feize with power,

The crifis of a dark decisive hour.

So Gideon earned a victory not his own
;

Subferviency his praife, and that alone.

Poor England ! thou art a devoted deer,

Belet with every ill but that of fear.

Thee nations hunt ; all mark thee for a prey

;

They fwarm around thee, and thou ftandeft at bay.

Undaunted ftill, though wearied and perplexed :

Once Chatham faved thee ; but who faves thee next ?

Alas ! the tide of pleafure fweeps along

All, that mould be the boaft of Britifh fong.

'Tis not the wreath, that once adorned thy brow,

The prize of happier times will ferve thee now.

Our anceftry, a gallant chriftian race,

Patterns of every virtue, every grace,

ConfefTed a God ; they kneeled before they fought,

And praifed him in the victories he wrought.

Now from the duft of ancient days bring forth

Their fober zeal, integrity and worth;
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Courage, ungraced by thefe, affronts the Ikies,

Is but the fire without the facririce.

The ftream, that feeds the well-fpring of the heart,

Not more invigorates life's nobleft part,

Than virtue quickens with a warmth divine

The powers, that fin has brought to a decline.

A. The ineftimable eftimate of Brown

Rofe like a paper kite, and charmed the town

;

But meafures, planned and executed well,

Shifted the wind that raifed it, and it fell.

He trod the very felf fame ground you tread,

And victory refuted all he faid.

B. And yet his judgment was not framed amifs

;

Its error, if it erred, was merely this

—

He thought the dying hour already come,

And a complete recovery ftruck him dumb.

But that effeminacy, folly, luff,

Enervate and enfeeble, and needs mutt,

And that a nation fhamefully debafed,

Will be defpifed and trampled on at laft,

Unlefs tweet penitence her powers renew,

Is truth, if hiftory itfelf be true.

There is a time, and juftice marks the date,

For long-forbearing clemency to wait

;

That hour elapfed, the incurable revolt

Is punifhed, and down comes the thunder-bolt.

If mercy then put by the threatening blow,

Muft fhe perform the fame kind office now f
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May fhe ! and, if offended heaven be ftill

Accefhble, and prayer prevail, (lie will.

'Tis not however infolence and noife,

The tempeft of tumultuary joys,

Nor is it yet defpondence and difmay

Will win her vifits, or engage her flay
;

Prayer only, and the penitential tear,

Can call her fmiling down, and fix her here.

But when a country (one that I could name)

In proftitution links the fenfe of lhame ;

When infamous venality grown bold,

Writes on his bofom, to be let or fold;

When perjury, that heaven-defying vice,

Sells oaths by tale, and at the lowert price,

Stamps God's own name upon a lie juft made,

To turn a penny in the way of trade

;

When avarice ftarves (and never hides his face)

Two or three millions of the human race,

And not a tongue inquires, how, where, or when,

Though confeience will have twinges now and then

;

When profanation of the facred caufe

In all its parts, times, miniftry, and laws,

Befpeaks a land, once chriltian, fallen, and loft

In all, that wars againft that title moft,

What follows next let cities of great name,

And regions long fince defolate proclaim.

Nineveh, Babylon, and ancient Rome,

Speak to the prefent times, and times to come;
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They cry aloud in every carelefs ear,

Stop, while you may ; fufpend your mad career ;

O learn from our example and our fate,

Learn wifdom and repentance ere too late.

Not only vice difpofes and prepares

The mind, that llumbers fweetly in her fnares,

To ftoop to tyranny's ufurped command,

And bend her polifhed neck beneath his hand,

(A dire effect, by one of nature's laws

Unchangeably connected with its caufe)

;

But Providence himfelf will intervene

To throw his dark difpleafure over the fcene.

All are his inftruments; each form of war,

What burns at home, or threatens from afar,

Nature in arms, her elements at ftrife,

The ftorms, that overfet the joys of life,

Are but his rods to fcourge a guilty land,

And wafte it at the bidding of his hand.

He gives the word, and mutiny foon roars

In all her gates, and fhakes her diftant fhores

;

The ftandards of all nations are unfurled ;

She has one foe, and that one foe the world.

And, if he doom that people with a frown,

And mark them with a feal of wrath preffed down,

Obduracy takes place ; callous and tough,

The reprobated race grows judgment proof:

Earth fhakes beneath them, and heaven roars above
;

But nothing fcares them from the courfe they love :

D
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To the lafcivious pipe and wanton fong,

That charm down fear, they frolic it along,

With mad rapidity and unconcern,

Down to the gulph, from which is no return.

They truft in navies, and their navies fail

—

God's curfe can caft away ten thoufand fail

!

They truft in armies, and their courage dies;

In wifdom, wealth, in fortune, and in lies

;

But all they truft in withers as it muft,

When He commands, in whom they place no truft.

Vengeance at laft pours down upon their coaft

A long defpifed, but now victorious, hoft

;

Tyranny fends the chain, that muft abridge

The noble fweep of all their privilege ;

Gives liberty the laft, the mortal fhock

:

Slips the nave's collar on, and fnaps the lock.

A. Such lofty ftrains embellifh what you teach,

Mean you to prophefy, or but to preach ?

B. I know the mind, that feels indeed the fire

The mufe imparts, and can command the lyre,

Acts with a force,.and kindles with a zeal,

Whatever the theme,' that others never feel.

If human woes her/foft attention claim,

A tender fympathy pervades the frame,

She pours aiienfibility divine

Along the nerve of every feeling line.

But if a deed not tamely to be borne

Fire indignation and a fenfe of fcorn,
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The fixings are fwept with fuch a power fo loud,

The ftorm of mufic fhakes the aftonifhed crowd.

So, when remote futurity is brought

Before the keen inquiry of her thought,

A terrible fagacity informs

The poet's heart ; he looks to diftant ftorms;

He hears the thunder ere the tempeit lowers
;

And armed with ftrength furpaffing human powers,

Seizes events as yet unknown to man,

And darts his foul into the dawning plan.

Hence, in a Roman mouth, the graceful name

Of prophet and of poet was the fame
;

Hence Britifh poets too the priefthood fhared,

And every hallowed druid was a bard.

But no prophetic fires to me belong

;

I play with fyllables, and fport in fong.

A. At Weftminfter, where little poets ftrive

To fet a diftich upon fix and five,

Where difcipline helps the opening buds of fenfe,

And makes his pupils proud with filver-pence,

I was a poet too : but modern tafte

Is fo refined, and delicate, and chafte,

That verfe, whatever fire the fancy warms,

Without a creamy fmoothnefs has no charms.

Thus, all fuccefs depending on an ear,

And thinking I might purchafe it too clear,

If fentiment were facrificed to found,

And truth cut fhort to make a period round,

d 2
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I judged a man of fenfe could fcarce do worfe.

Than caper in the morris-dance of verfe.

B. Thus reputation is a fpur to wit,

And fome wits flag through fear of lofing it.

(jive me the line, that plows its Irately courle

Like a proud {wan, conquering the frream by force

;

That, like fome cottage beauty, frrikes the heart,

Quite unindebted to the tricks of art.

When labour and when dulnefs, club in hand,

Like the two figures at St. Dunftan's fraud,

Beatiug alternately, in meafured time,

The clock-work tintinabulum of rhime,

Exact and regular the founds will be

;

But fuch mere quarter-ftrokes are not for me.

From him who rears a poem lank and long,

To him, who {trains his all into a fong
;

Perhaps fome bonny Caledonian air,

All birks and braes though he was never there

;

Or, having whelped a prologue with great pains,

Feels himfelf fpent, and fumbles for his brains;

A prologue interdafhed with many a ftroke

—

An art contrived to advertife a joke,

So that the jeit is clearly to be feen,

Not in the words—but in the gap between :

Manner is all in all, whatever is writ,

The fubftitute for genius, fenfe, and wit.

To dally much with fubjecls mean and low

Proves that the mind is weak, or makes it fo.
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Neglected talents rufh into decay,

And every effort ends in pufh-pin play.

The man, that means fuccefs, mould foar above

A foldier's feather, or a lady's glove;

Elfe, fummoning the mufe to fuch a theme,

The fruit of all her labour is whipt-cream.

As if an eagle flew aloft, and then

—

Stooped from its high? ft pitch to pounce a wren.

As if the poet, purpofing to wed,

Should carve hirnfelf a wife in gingerbread.

Ages elapfed ere Homer's lamp appeared,

And ages ere the Mantuan fwan was heard

:

To carry nature leng r hs unknown before,

To give a Milton birth, afked ages more.

Thus genius rofe and fet at ordered times,

And fhot a day fpring into diftant climes,

Ennobling every region that he chofe;

He funk in Greece, in italy he rofe;

And, tedious years of gothic darknefs paffed,

Emerged all fplendour in our ifle at laft.

Thus lovely halcvons dive into the main,

Then fhow far off their mining plumes again.

A. Is genius only found in epic lays ?

Prove this, and forfeit all pretence to praife.

Make their heroic powers your own at once,

Or candidly confefs yourfelf a dunce.

B. Thefe were the chief: each interval of night

Was graced with many an undulating light.
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In lefs illuftrious bards his beauty fhone

A meteor, or a flar ; in thefe, the fun.

The nightingale may claim the topmoft bough,

While the poor grafshopper mufl chirp below.

Like him unnoticed, I, and fuch as T,

Spread little wings, and rather fkip than fly:

Perched on the meager produce of the land,

An ell or two of profpedfc we command;

But never peep beyond the thorny bound,

Or oaken fence that hems the paddock round.

In Eden, ere yet innocence of heart

Had faded, poetry was not an art

;

Language, above all teaching, or if taught

Only by gratitude and glowing thought,

Elegant as fimplicity, and warm

As ecftacy, unmanacled by form,

Not prompted as in our degenerate days,

By low ambition and the thirft of praife,

Was natural as is the flowing ftream,

And yet magnificent

—

A God the theme

!

That theme on earth exhaufted, though above

Tis found as everlafting as his love,

Man lavifhed all his thoughts on human things

—

The feats of heroes, and the wrath of kings:

But fiill, while virtue kindled his delight,

The fong was moral, and fo far was right.

'Twas thus till luxury feduced the mind

To joys lefs innocent, as lefs refined

;
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Then genius danced a bacchanal; he crowned

The brimming goblet, feized the thvrllis, bound

His brows with ivy, rufhed into the field

Of wild imagination, and there reeled,

The victim of his own lafcivious tires,

And dizzy with delight, profaned the facred wires.

Anacreon, Horace played in Greece and Rome

This bedlam part; and others nearer home.

When Cromwell fought for power, and while he reigned

The proud protector of the power he gained,

Religion harfh, intolerant, auftere,

Parent of manners like herfelf fevere,

Drew a rough copy of the chriftian face

Without the fmile, the fweetnefs, or the grace;

The dark and fullen humour of the time

Judged every effort of the mufe a crime;

Verfe in the fineft mould of fancy caft,

Was lumber in an age fo void of tafte

;

But, when the fecond Charles assumed the fway,

And arts revived beneath a fofter day,

Then, like a bow long forced into a curve,

The mind, releafed from too conftrained a nerve,

Flew to its firft pofition with a fpring,

That made the vaulted roofs of pleafure ring.

His court, the dhTolute and hateful fchool

Of wantonnefs, where vice was taught by rule,

Swarmed with a fcribbling herd, as deep inlaid

With brutal luft as ever Circe made.
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From thefc a long fucceffion, in the rage

Of rank obfcenity, debauched their age ;

Nor ceafed, till ever anxious to redrefs

The abufes of her facred charge, the prefs,

The mufe inftru&ed a well-nurtured train

Of abler votaries to cleanfe the ftain,

And claim the palm for purity of fong,

That lewdnefs had ufurped and worn fo long.

Then decent pleafantry and fterling fenfe,

That neither gave nor would endure offence,

Whipped out of fight, with fatire juft and keen,

The puppy pack that had denied the fcene.

In front of thefe came Addifon. In him

Humour in holiday and lightly trim,

Sublimity and attic tafte, combined,

To polifh, furnifh, and delight, the mind.

Then Pope, as harmony itielf exa<5t,

In verfe well difciplined, complete, compacl,

Gave virtue and morality a grace,

That, quite eclipfmg pleafure's painted face,

Levied a tax of wonder and applaufe,

Even on the fools that trampled on their laws.

But he (his mufical fineffe was fuch,

So nice his ear, fo delicate his touch)

Made poetry a mere mechanic art;

And every warbler has his tune by heart.

Nature imparting her fatiric gift,

Her ferious mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swift,
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With droll fobriety they raifed a fmile

At folly's coft, themfelves unmoved the while.

That conftellation fet, the world in vain -

Muft hope to look upon their like again.

A. Are we then left—B. Not wholly in the dark:

Wit now and then flruck fmartly fhows a fpark,

Sufficient to redeem the modern race

From total night and abfolute difgrace.

While fervile trick and imitative knack

Confine the million in the beaten track,

Perhaps fome courfer who difdains the road,

Snuffs up the wind, and flings himfelf abroad.

Contemporaries all furpafled, fee one;

Short his career, indeed, but ably run;

Churchill; himfelf unconfcious of his powers,

In penury confumed his idle hours;

And, like a fcattered feed at random fown,

Was left to fpring by vigour of his own.

Lifted at length, by dignity of thought

And dint of genius to an affluent lot,

He laid his head in luxury's foft lap,

And took, too often, there his eafy nap.

If brighter beams than all he threw not forth,

'Twas negligence in him, not want of worth.

Surly and llovenlv, and bold and coarfe,

Too proud for art, and trufting in mere force,

Spendthrift alike of money and of wit,

Always at fpeed, and never drawing bit,

£
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He ftruck the lyre in fuch a carelefs mood.

And fo difdained the rules he underftood,

The laurel feemed to wait on his command;

He matched it rudely from the mufes' hand.

Nature, exerting an unwearied power,

Forms, opens, and gives fcent to, every flower;

Spreads the frefh verdure of the fields, and leads

The dancing Naiads through the dewy meads:

She fills profufe ten thoufand little throats

With mufic, modulating all their notes;

And charms the woodland fcenes, and wilds unknown,

"With artlefs airs and concerts of her own:

But feldom (as if fearful of expenfe)

Vouchfafes to man a poet's juft pretence

—

Fervency, freedom, fluency of thought,

Harmony, flrength, words exquifitely fought;

Fancy, that from the bow, that fpans the iky,

Brings colours, dipt in heaven, that never die;

A foul, exalted above earth, a mind

Skilled in the characters that form mankind

;

And, as the fun in riling beauty drefYed,

Looks to the weftward from the dappled eaft,

And marks, whatever clouds may interpofe,

Ere yet his race begins, its glorious clofe

;

An eye like his to catch the diftant goal

;

Or, ere the wheels of verfe begin to roll,

Like his to fhed illuminating rays

On every fcene and fubjecl: it furveys:
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Thus graced, the man afTerts a poet's name,

And the world cheerfully admits the claim.

Pity religion has fo feldom found

A fkilful guide into poetic ground !

The flowers would fpring wherever fhe deigned to ftray,

And every mufe attend her in her way.

Virtue indeed meets many a rhiming friend,

And many a compliment politely penned;

But, unattired in that becoming veft

Religion weaves for her, and half undretTed,

Stands in the defert, fhivering and forlorn,

A wintry figure, like a withered thorn.

The fhelves are full, all other themes are fped ;

Hackneyed and worn to the laft flimfy thread,

Satire has long fince done his beft; and curft

And loathfome ribaldry has done his worfl:

;

Fancy has fported all her powers away

In tales, in trifles, and in children's play;

And 'tis the fad complaint, and almoft true,

Whatever we write, we bring forth nothing new.

'Twere new indeed to fee a bard all fire,

Touched with a coal from heaven afTume the lyre,

And tell the world, ftill kindling as he fung,

With more than mortal mulic on his tongue,

That He, who died below, and reigns above,

Infpires the fong, and that his name is Love.

For, after all, if merely to beguile,

By flowing numbers and a flowery flyle,

e 2
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The taedium that the lazy rich endure,

Which now and then fweet poetry may cure;

Or, if to fee the name of idle felf,

Stamped on the well-bound quarto, grace the fhelf,

To float a bubble on the breath of fame,

Prompt his endeavour and engage his aim,

Debafed to fervile purpofes of pride,

How are the powers of genius mifapplied

!

The sift, whole office is the Giver's praife,

To trace him in his word, his works, his ways!

Then fpread the rich difcovery, and invite

Mankind, to Ihare in the divine delight.

Diftorted from its ufe and juft defign,

To make the pitiful pofleifor mine,

To purchafe, at the fool-frequented fair

Of vanity, a wreath for felf to wear,

Is profanation of the bafeft kind

—

Proof of a trifling and a worthlefs mind.

A. Hail Sternhold, then; and Hopkins, hail! B. Amen.

If flattery, folly, luft, employ the pen;

If acrimony, flander, and abufe,

Give it a charge to blacken and traduce;

Though Butler's wit, Pope's numbers, Prior's eafe,

With all that fancy can invent to pleafe,

Adorn the polilhed periods as they fall,

One madrigal of their's is worth them all.

A. 'Twould thin the ranks of the poetic tribe,

To dafh the pen through all that you profcribe.

B. No matter—we could Ihift when they were not;

And mould, no doubt, if they were all forgot.



THE

PROGRESS OF ERROR.

Si quid loquar audiendum. Horace, Lib. 4. Od. 2.

Sing, mufe (if fuch a theme, fo dark, fo long,

May find a mufe to grace it with a fong)

By what unfeen and unfufpected arts

The ferpent error twines round human hearts;

Tell where me lurks, beneath what flowery fhades,

That not a glimpfe of genuine light pervades,

The poifonous, black, infinuating worm
Succefsfully conceals her loathfome form.

Take, if ye can, ye carelefs and fupine,

Counfel and caution from a voice like mine

!

Truths, that the theorift could never reach,

And obfervation taught me, I would teach.

Not all, whofe eloquence the fancy fills,

Mufical as the chime of tinkling rills,

Weak to perform, though mighty to pretend,

Can trace her mazy windings to their end;

Difcern the fraud beneath the fpecious lure,

Prevent the danger, or prefcribe the cure.

The clear harangue, and cold as it is clear,

Falls foporific on the liftlefs ear;
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Like quickfilver, the rhetoric they difplay

Shines as it runs, but grafped at flips away.

Placed for his trial on this buttling flage,

From thoughtlefs youth to ruminating age,

Free in his will to choofe or to refufe,

Man may improve the crifis, or abufe;

"Elfe, on the fataliffs unrighteous plan,

Say to what bar amenable were man ?

With nought in charge he could betray no truft;

And, if he fell, would fall becaufe he mull;

If love revvrard him, or if vengeance fixike,

His recompenfe in both unjuft alike.

Divine authority within his breaft

Brings every thought, word, action, to the teft;

Warns him or prompts, approves him or refrains,

As reafon, or as paflion, takes the reins.

Heaven from above, and confcience from within,

Cries in his ftartled ear—Abftain from fin!

The world around folicits his defire,

And kindles in his foul a treacherous fire;

While, all his purpofes and fteps to guard,

Peace follows virtue as its fure reward;

And pleafure brings as furely in her train

Remorfe, and forrow, and vindictive pain.

Man, thus endued with an elective voice,

Mull be fupplied with objects of his choice;

Wherever he turns, enjoyment and delight,

Or prefent, or in profpect, meet his light;
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Thofe open on the fpot their honeyed ftare;

Thefe call him loudly to purfuit of more.

His unexhaufted mine the fordid vice

Avarice mows, and virtue is the price.

Here various motives his ambition raife

—

Power, pomp, and fplendour, and the thirft of praife;

There beauty wooes him with expanded arms;

Even bacchanalian madnefs has its charms.

Nor thefe alone, whofe pleafures lefs refined

Might well alarm the moft unguarded mind,

Seek to fupplant his inexperienced youth,

Or lead him devious from the path of truth;

Hourly allurements on his paflions prefs,

Safe in themfelves, but dangerous in the excefs.

Hark! how it floats upon the dewy air!

O what a dying, dying clofe was there

!

5
Tis harmony from yon fequeftered bower,

Sweet harmony, that fooths the midnight hour!

Long ere the charioteer of day had run

His morning courfe, the enchantment was begun

,

And he fhall gild yon mountain's height again,

Ere yet the pleafing toil becomes a pain.

Is this the rugged path, the fteep afcent,

That virtue points to? Can a life thus fpent

Lead to the blifs fhe promifes the wife,

Detach the foul from earth, and fpeed her to the fkies?

Ye devotees to your adored employ,

Enthuflans, drunk with an unreal joy,
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Love makes the mufic of the bleft above,

Heaven's harmony is univerfal love;

And earthly founds, though fweet and well combined,

And lenient as foft opiates to the mind, V

Leave vice and folly unfubdued behind.

Gray dawn appears; the fportfman and his train

Speckle the bofom of the diftant plain;

'Tis he, the Nimrod of the neighbouring lairs,

Save that his fcent is lefs acute than their's;

For perfevering chafe, and headlong leaps,

True beagle as the ftauncheit hound he keeps.

Charged with the folly of his life's mad fcene,

He takes offence, and wonders what you mean;

The joy the danger and the toil overpays

—

'Tis exercife, and health, and length of days.

Again impetuous to the field he flies;

Leaps every fence but one, there falls and dies;

Like a flain deer, the tumbrel brings him home,

Unmiffed but by his dogs and by his groom.

Ye clergy, while your orbit is your place,

Lights of the world, and ftars of human race;

But, if eccentric ye forfake your fphere,

Prodigies ominous, and viewed with fear.

The comet's baneful influence is a dream

;

Your's real and pernicious in the extreme.

What then !—are appetites and lufts laid down

With the fame eafe that man puts on his gown?
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Will avarice and concupifcence give place,

Charmed by the founds—Your Reverence, or Your Grace?

No. But his own engagement binds him fan1
;

Or, if it does not, brands him to the lafl:

What atheifts call him—a defigning knave,

A mere church juggler, hypocrite, and flave.

Oh, laugh or mourn with, me the rueful jeft,

A cafTocked huntfman, and a fiddling prieft

!

He from Italian fongfters takes his cue:

Set Paul to mufic, he mail quote him too.

He takes the field, the maner of the pack

Cries—Well done faint! and claps him on the back.

Is this the path of fanciity ? Is this .

To ftand a way-mark in the road to blifs ?

Himfelf a wanderer from the narrow way,

His filly fheep, what wonder if they ftray?

Go, caft your orders at your Bifhop's feet,

Send your difhonoured gown to Monmouth-ftreet

!

The facred function in your hands is made

—

Sad facrilege ! no function, but a trade

!

Occiduus is a paftor of renown,

When he has prayed and preached the fabbath down.

With wire and catgut he concludes the day,

Quavering and femiquavering care away.

The full concerto fwells upon your ear;

All elbows fhake. Look in, and you would fwear

The Babylonian tyrant with a nod

Had fummoned them to ferve his golden god.
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So well that thought the employment feems to fait,

Pfaltery and fackbut, dulcimer and flute.

Oh fie! 'tis evangelical and pure:

Oblerve each face, how fober and demure!

Ecftafy fets her fiamp on every mien;

Chins fallen, and not an eye-ball to be feen.

Still I infift, though mufic heretofore

Has charmed me much, (not even Occiduus more)

Love, joy, and peace make harmony more meet

For fabbath evenings, and perhaps as fweet.

Will not the ncklieft fheep of every flock

Refort to this example as a rock;

There Hand, and juftify the foul abufe

Of fabbath hours with plauflble excufe;

If apoftolic gravity be free

To play the fool on Sundays, why not we?

If he the tinkling harpfichord regards

As inoffenfive, what offence in cards?

Strike up the fiddles, let us all be gay,

Laymen have leave to dance, if parfons play.

Oh Italy!—thy fabbaths will be foon

Our fabbaths, clofed with mummery and buffoon.

Preaching and pranks will fhare the motley fcene,

Our's parcelled out, as thine have ever been,

God's worfhip and the mountebank between.

What fays the prophet? Let that day be bleft

With holinefs and confecrated reft.
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Paftime and bufinefs both it fhould exclude,

And bar the door the moment they intrude;

Noblv diitino-uifhed above all the fix
J o

By deeds, in which the world mull never mix.

Hear him again. He calls it a delight,

A day of luxury, obferved aright,

When the glad foul is made heaven's welcome gueft,

Sits banqueting, and God provides the fealt.

But triflers are engaged and cannot come;

Their anfwer to the call is

—

Not at home.

Oh the dear pleafures of the velvet plain,

The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again.

Cards, with what rapture, and the polifhed die,

The yawning chafm of indolence fupply

!

Then to the dance, and make the fober moon
Witnefs of joys, that fhun the fight of noon.

Blame, cynic, if you can, quadrille or ball,

The fnug clofe party, or the fplendid hall,

Where night, down-flooping from her ebon throne,

Views conftellations brighter than her own.

"T\s innocent, and harmlefs, and refined,

The balm of care, elyfium of the mind.

Innocent! Oh if venerable time

Slain at the foot of pleafure be no crime,

Then, with his filver beard and magic wand,

Let Comus rife Archbifhop of the land
;

Let him your rubric and your feaft prefcribe,

Grand metropolitan of all the tribe.

f 2
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Of manners rough, and coarfe athletic caft,

The rank debauch fuits Clodio's filthy tafle.

Rutillus, exquisitely formed by rule,

Not of the moral, but the dancing fchool,

Wonders at Clodio's follies in a tone

As tragical, as others at his own.

He cannot drink five bottles, bilk the fcore,

Then kill a conftable, and drink five more;

But he can draw a pattern, make a tart,

And has the ladies etiquette by heart.

Go fool; and, arm in arm with Clodio, plead

Your caufe before a bar you little dread;

But know, the law, that bids the drunkard die,

Is far too juft to pafs the trifler by.

Both baby featured, and of infant fize,

Viewed from a diftance, and with heedlefs eyes,

Folly and innocence are fo alike,

The difference, though eflential, fails to ftrike.

Yet folly ever has a vacant ftare,

A fimpering countenance, and a trifling air;

But innocence, fedate, ferene, creel,

Delights us by engaging our refpecl:.

Man, nature's gueft by invitation fweet,

Receives from her both appetite and treat;

But, if he play the glutton and exceed,

His benefactrefs blufhes at the deed,

For nature, nice and liberal to difpenfe,

Made nothing but a brute the flave of fepjfe.
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Daniel ate pulfe by choice—example rare!

Heaven bleffcd the youth, and made him frefh and fair.

Gorgonius fits, abdominous and wan,

Like a fat fquab upon a Chinefe fan:

He fnufFs far off the anticipated joy;

Turtle and venifon all his thoughts employ;

Prepares for meals as jockeys take a fweat,

Oh, naufeous!—an emetic for a whet!

Will Providence overlook the wafted good?

Temperance were no virtue if he could.

That pleafures, therefore, or what fuch we call,

Are hurtful, is a truth confefted by all.

And fome, that feem to threaten virtue lefs,

Still hurtful, in the abufe, or by the excefs.

Is man then only for his torment placed

The centre of delights he may not tafte?

Like fabled Tantalus, condemned to hear

The precious ftream ftill purling in his ear,

Lip-deep in what he longs for, and yet curft

With prohibition, and perpetual thirft?

No, wrangler—deftitute of fhame and fenfe,

The precept, that enjoins him abftinence,

Forbids him none but the licentious joy,

Whole fruit, though fair, tempts only to deftroy.

Remorfe, the fatal egg by pleafure laid

In every bofom where her neft is made,

Hatched by the beams of truth, denies him reft,

And proves a raging fcorpion in his breaft.
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No pleafure? Are domeftic comforts dead?

Are all the namelefs fweets of friendfhip fled?

Has time worn out, or fafliion put to fliame,

Good fenfe, good health, good confeience, and good fame.

All thefe belong to virtue, and all prove

That virtue has a title to your love.

Have you no touch of pity, that the poor

Stand ftarved at your inhofpitable door?

Or if yourfelf too fcantily fupplied

Need help, let honeft induftry provide.

Earn, if you want; if you abound, impart:

Thefe both are pleafures to the feeling heart.

No pleafure? Has fome fickly eaftern wafte

Sent us a wind to parch us at a blaft?

Can Britifh paradife no fcenes afford

To pleafe her fated and indifferent lord ?

Are fweet philofophy's enjoyments run

Quite to the lees? And has religion none?

Brutes capable would tell you 'tis a lie,

And judge you from the kennel and the ftye.

Delights like thefe, ye fenfual and profane,

Ye are bid, begged, befought to entertain;

Called to thefe cryftal ftreams, do ye turn off

Obfcene to fwill and fwallow at a trough?

Envy the beaft then, on whom heaven bellows

Your pleafures, with no curfes in the clofe.

Pleafure admitted in undue degree

Enflaves the will, nor leaves the judgment free.
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'Tis not alone the grape's enticing juice

Unnerves the moral powers, and mars their ufe;

Ambition, avarice, and the luft of fame,

And woman, lovely woman, does the fame.

The heart, furrendered to the ruling power

Of fome ungoverned paffion every hour,

Finds by degrees the truths, that once bore fway,

And all their deep impreffions, wear away;

So coin grows fmooth, in traffic current paffed,

Till Caefar's image is effaced at laft.

The breach, though fmall at firft, foon opening wide,

In rufhes folly with a full-moon tide:

Then welcome errors of whatever fize,

To junify it by a thoufand lies.

As creeping ivy clings to wood or ftone,

And hides the ruin that it feeds upon;

So fophiftry cleaves clofe to and protects

Sin's rotten trunk, concealing its defects.

Mortals, whofe pleafures are their only care,

Firft. wifh to be impofed on, and then are.

And left the fulfome artifice fhould fail,

Themfelves will hide its coarfenefs with a veil.

Not more induftrious are the juft and true

To give to virtue what is virtue's due

—

The praife of wifdom, comelinefs, and worth,

And call her charms to public notice forth

—

Than vice's mean and difingenuous race

To hide the fhocking features of her face.
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Her form with drefs and lotion they repair;

Then kifs their idol, and pronounce her fair.

The facred implement I now employ

Might prove a mifchief, or at beft a toy;

A trifle, if it move but to amufe

;

But, if to wrong the judgment and abufe,

Worfe than a poignard in the bafeft hand,

It ftabs at once the morals of a land.

Ye writers of what none with fafety reads,

Footing it in the dance that fancy leads:

Ye novelifts, who mar what ye would mend,

Snivelling and drivelling folly without end

;

Whofe correfponding mifTes fill the ream

With fentimental frippery and dream,

Caught in a delicate foft filken net

By fome lewd earl, or rake-hell baronet:

Ye pimps, who, under virtue's fair pretence,

Steal to the clofet of young innocence,

And teach her, unexperienced yet and green,

To fcribble as you fcribbled at fifteen;

Who, kindling a combuftion of defire,

With fome cold moral think to quench the fire-;

Though all your engineering proves in vain,

The dribbling ftream never puts it out again:

Oh that a verfe had power, and could command

Far, far away thefe flefh-flies of the land;

Who faften without mercy on the fair,

And fuck, and leave a craving maggot there.
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However difguifed the inflammatory tale,

And covered with a fine fpun fpecious veil;

Such writers, and fuch readers, owe the guit

And relifh of their pleafure all to luft.

But the mufe, eagle-pinioned, has in view

A quarry more important ftill than you;

Down, down the wind fhe fwims and fails away,

Now ftoops upon it, and now grafps the prey.

Petronius! all the mufes weep for thee;

But every tear fhall fcald thy memory:

The graces too, while virtue at their fhrine

Lay bleeding under that foft hand of thine,

Felt each a mortal ftab in her own breaft,

Abhorred the facrifice, and curfed the priefl.

Thou polifhed and high-finifhed foe to truth,

Gray-beard corrupter of our liflening youth,

To purge and fkim away the filth of vice,

That fo refined it might the more entice,

Then pour it on the morals of thy fon

;

To taint his heart, was worthy of thine own]

Now, while the poifon all high life pervades,

Write, if thou canft, one letter from the fhades;

One, and one only, charged with deep regret

That thy worfl: part, thy principles, live yet:

One fad epiftle thence may cure mankind

Of the plague fpread by bundles left behind.

'Tis granted, and no plainer truth appears,

Our moft important are our earlieft years;

G
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The mind, impreffible and foft, with eafe

Imbibes and copies what fhe hears and fees,

And through life's labyrinth holds fafl the clue,

That education gives her, falfe or true.

Plants raifed with tendernefs are feldom flrong;

Man's coltifh difpofition afks the thong;

And without diicipline the favourite child,

Like a neglected forefter, runs wild.

But we, as if good qualities would grow

Spontaneous, take but little pains to fow;

We give fome Latin, and a fmatch of Greek;.

Teach him to fence and figure twice a week;

And having done, we think, the befr. we can,.

Praife his proficiency, and dub him man.

From fchool to Cam or Ifis, and thence home;.

And thence with all convenient fpeed to Rome,

With reverend tutor clad in habit lay,

To tcafe for cadi and quarrel with all day;

With memorandum-book for every town,

And every pofl, and where the chaife broke down;

His flock, a few French phrafes got by heart,

With much to learn, but nothing to impart,

The youth, obedient to his fire's commands,

Sets off a wanderer into foreign lands.

Surprifed at all they meet, the gofling pair,

With awkward gait, flretched neck, and filly ftare,

Dilcover huge cathedrals built with ftone,

And fteeples towering high much like our own;
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But mow peculiar light by many a grin

At popifh practices obferved within.

Ere long fome bowing, fmirking, (mart Abbe

Remarks two loiterers, that have loft their way;

And being always primed with politejfe

For men of their appearance and addrefs,

With much companion undertakes the talk

To tell them more than they have wit to afk:

Points to infcriptions wherefoever they tread,

Such as, when legible, were never read.

But, being cankered now and half worn out,

Craze antiquarian brains with endlefs doubt

;

Some headlefs hero, or fome Caefar mows—
Defective only in his Roman nofe:

Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans,

Models of Herculanean pots and pans;

And fells them medals, which, if neither rare

Nor ancient, will be fo, preferved with care.

Strange the recital ! from whatever caufe

His great improvement and new light he draws,

The fquire, once bafhful, is fhame-faced no more,

But teems with powers he never felt before

:

Whether increafed momentum, and the force,

With which from clime to clime he fped his courfe,

(As axles fometimes kindle as they go)

Chafed him, and brought dull nature to a glow;

Or whether clearer Ikies and fofter air,

That make Italian flowers fo fweet and fair,

G 2
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Frefhening his lazy fpirits as he ran,

Unfolded genially and fpread the man;

Returning he proclaims by many a grace,

By fhrugs and ftrange contortions of his face,

How much a dunce, that has been fent to roam,

Excels a dunce, that has been kept at home.

Accomplifhments have taken virtue s place,

And wifdom falls before exterior grace;

We flight the precious kernel of the none,

And toil to polifh its rough coat alone.

A juft deportment, manners graced with eafe,

Elegant phrafe, and figure formed to pleafe,

Are qualities, that feem to comprehend

Whatever parents, guardians, fchools, intend;

Hence an unfurnifhed and a liftlefs mind,

Though bufy, trifling; empty, though refined;

Hence all that interferes, and dares to clafh

With indolence and luxury, is trafh:

While learning, once the man's exclufive pride,

Seems verging faft towards the female fide.

Learning itfelf, received into a mind

Bv nature weak, or vicioufly inclined ,.

Serves but to lead philofophers affray,

Where children would with eafe difcern the way.

And of all arts fagacious dupes invent,

To cheat themfelves and gain the world's afTent,,

The worft is—fcripture warped from its intent.
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The carriage bowls along, and all are pleafed

If Tom be fober, and the wheels wr
ell greafed;

But if the rogue have gone a cup too far,

Left out his linch pin, or forgot his tar,

It fuffers interruption and delay,

And meets with hindrance in the fmootheft way.

When fome hypothefis abfurd and yain

Has filled with all its fumes a critic's brain,

The text, that forts not with his darling whim,

Though plain to others, is obfcure to him.

The will made fubject to a lawlefs force,

All is irregular and out of courfe;

And judgment drunk, and bribed to lofe his way,

Winks hard, and talks of darknefs at noon-day.

A critic on the facred book fhould be

Candid and learned, difpaffionate and free;

Free from the wayward bias bigots feel,

From fancy's influence, and intemperate zeal:

But above all, (or let the wretch refrain,

Nor touch the page he cannot but profane)

Free from the domineering power of lull:

;

A lewd interpreter is never juft.

How fhall I fpeak thee, or thy powTer addrefs,

Thou god of our idolatry, the prefs ?

By thee religion, liberty, and laws,

Exert their influence, and advance their caufe;

By thee w^orfe plagues than Pharaoh's land befel,

Diffufed, make earth the veftibule of hell;
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Thou fountain, at which drink the good and wife;

Thou ever-bubbling fpring of endlefs lies;

Like Eden's dread probationary tier,

Knowledge of good and evil is from thee.

No wild enthufiaft ever yet could reft,

Till half mankind were like himfelf poflelTed.

Philofophers, who darken and put out

Eternal truth by everlafting doubt;

Church quacks, with paffions under no command,

Who fill the world with doctrines contraband,

Difcoverers of they know not what, confined

Within no bounds—the blind that lead the blind;

To ftreams of popular opinion drawn,

Depofit in thofe (hallows all their fpawn.

The wriggling fry foon fill the creeks around,

Poifoning the waters where their fwarms abound.

Scorned by the nobler tenants of the flood,

Minnows and gudgeons gorge the unwholefome food.

The propagated myriads fpread fo faff,

Even Lewenhoeck himfelf would fland aghaft,

Employed to calculate the enormous fum,

And own his crab computing powers overcome.

Is this hyperbole? The world well known,

Your fober thoughts will hardly find it one.

Frefh confidence the fpeculatift takes

From every hair- brained profelyte he makes;

And therefore prints. Himfelf but half deceived,

Till others have the foothing tale believed.
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Hence comment after comment, fpun as fine

As bloated fpiders draw the flimfy line:

Hence the fame word, that bids our lufts obey,

Is mifapplied to fanctify their fway.

If ftubborn Greek refufe to be his friend,

Hebrew or Syriac fhall be forced to bend

:

If languages and copies all cry, No

—

Somebody proved it centuries ago.

Like trout pi rfued, the critic in defpair

Darts to the mud, and finds his fafety there.

Women, whom cuftom has forbid to fly

The fcholar's pitch, (the fcholar beft knows why)

With all the fimple and unlettered poor,

Admire his learning, and almofi: adore.

Whoever errs, the prieft. can never be wrongr

With fuch fine words familiar to his tongue-

Ye ladies! (for indifferent in your caufey

I fhould deferve to forfeit all applaufe)

Whatever ihocks, or gives the leafl: offence

To virtue, delicacy, truth, or fenfe,

(Try the criterion, 'tis a faithful guide)

Nor has, nor can have, fcripture on its fide.

None but an author knows an author's cares,

Or fancy's fondnefs for the child fhe bears.

Committed once into the public arms*.

The baby feems to fmile with added charms.

Like fomething precious ventured far from fhore,

'Tis valued for the danger's fake the more.
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He views it with complacency fupreme,

Solicits kind attention to his dream;

And daily more enamoured of the cheat,

Kneels, and afks heaven to blefs the dear deceit.

So one, whofe fiory ierves at leaf* to mow

Men loved their own produ&ions long ago,

Wooed an unfeeling ftatue for his wife,

Nor retted till the gods had given it life.

If fome mere driveller fuck the fugared fib,

One that ftill needs his leading firing and bib,

And praife his genius, he is foon repaid

In praife applied to the fame part—his head.

For 'tis a rule, that holds for ever true,

Grant me difcernment, and I grant it you.

Patient of contradiction as a child,

Affable, humble, diffident, and mild;

Such was fir Ifaac, and fuch Boyle and Locke:

Your blunderer is as flurdy as a rock.

The creature is fo fure to kick and bite,

A muleteer's the man to fet him right.

Firfl appetite enlifts him truth's fworn foe,

Then obftinate felf-will confirms him fo.

Tell him he wanders; that his error leads

To fatal ills; that, though the path he treads

Be flowery, and he fee no caufe of fear,

Death and the pains of hell attend him there;

In vain; the flave of arrogance and pride,

He has no hearing on the prudent fide.



THE PROGRESS OF ERROR. 4Q

His fl'ill refuted quirks he frill repeats;

New railed objections with new quibbles meets;

Till, finking in the quickfand he defends,

He dies difputing, and the conteft ends—
But not the milchiefs; they, ftill left behind

Like thiftle-feeds, are fown by every wind.

Thus men go wrong with an ingenious fkill;

Bend the ftraight rule to their own crooked will;

And with a clear and fhining lamp fupplied,

Firft put it out, then take it for a guide.

Halting on crutches of unequal fize,

One leg by truth fupported, one by lies;

They fidle to the goal with awkward pace,

Secure of nothing—but to lofe the race.

Faults in the life breed errors in the brain:

And thefe reciprocally thofe again.

The mind and con duel: mutually imprint

And llamp their image in each others mint:

Each, fire and dam, of an infernal race,

Begetting and conceiving all that's bale.

None fends his arrow to the mark in view,

Whofe hand is feeble, or his aim untrue.

For though, ere yet the fhaft is on the wing,

Or when it full forfakes the elaftic firing,

It err but little from the intended line,

It falls at laft far wide of his dehorn

:

So he, who feeks a maniion in the fky,

Mufl watch his purpofe with a fteadfaft eye;

H
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That prize belongs to none but the fincere,

The lealt 01 liquify is fatal here.

With caution tafte the fweet Circean cup:

He that Ups often, at laft drinks it up.

Habits are foon affumed; but when we ftrive

To ftrip them off, 'tis being flayed alive.

Called to the temple of impure delight,

He that abftains, and he alone, does right.

If a wifh wander that way, call it home;

He cannot long be fafe whofe willies roam.

But, if you pafs the threfhold, you are caught;

Die then, if power almighty fave you not.

There hardening by degrees, till double fteeled,

Take leave of nature's God, and God revealed;

Then laugh at all you trembled at before

;

And, joining the free-thinkers brutal roar,

Swallow the two grand noftrums they difpenfe

—

That fcripture lies, and blafphemy is fenfe.

If clemency revolted by abufe

Be damnable, then damned without excufe.

Some dream that they can filence, when they will,

The florin of paffion, and fay, Peace, beJIM;

But " Thusfar and no farther" when add re(Ted

To the wild wave, or wilder human breaft,

Implies authority that never can,

That never ought to be the lot of man.

But mufe, forbear; long flights forbode a fall;

Strike on the deep-toned chord the fum of all.
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Hear the juft law—the judgment of the Hies!

He that hates truth fhall be the dupe of lies:

And he that will be cheated to the laft,

Delufions ftrong as hell fhall bind him faft.

But if the wanderer his miitake difcern,

Judge his own ways, and figh for a return,

Bewildered once, muft he bewail his lofs

For ever and for ever? No—the crofs!

There and there only (though the deift rave, *)

And atheilt, if earth bear fo bafe a Have); >>

There and there only is the power to fave.
J

There no delufive hope invites defpair;

No mockery meets you, no deception there.

The fpells and charms, that blinded you before,

All vanifh there, and fafcinate no more.

I am no preacher, let this hint fuffice

—

The crofs once feen is death to every vice:

Elfe he that hung there fuffered all his pain,

Bled, groaned, and agonized, and died, in vain,

h 2
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Penfantur trutina. Horace, Lib. ii. Epift. 1.

Man, on the dubious waves of error tofTed,

His fhip half foundered, and his compafs loft,

Sees, far as human optics may command,

A fleeping fog, and fancies it dry land:

Spreads all his canvafs, every finew plies;

Pants for it, aims at it, enters it, and dies!

Then farewell all felf-fatisfying fchemes,

His well-built fyftems, philofophic dreams;

Deceitful views of future blifs farewell

!

He reads his fentence at the flames of hell.

Hard lot of man—to toil for the reward

Of virtue, and yet lofe it! Wherefore hard?

He that would win the race mull guide his horfe

Obedient to the cuftoms of the courfe;

Elfe, though unequalled to the goal he flies,

A meaner than himfelf (hall gain the prize.

Grace leads the right way: if you choofe the wrong,

Take it and perifh; but reftrain your tongue;

Charge not, with light fufficient, and left free,

Your wilful fuicide on God's decree.
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Oh how unlike the complex works of man,

Heaven's eafy, artlefs, unincumbered plan!

No meretricious graces to beguile,

No clustering ornaments to clog the pile;

From orientation as from weaknefs free,

It ftands like the cerulean arch we fee,

Majeitic in its own fimplicity.

Infcribed above the portal, from afar

Confpicuous as the brightnefs of a ftar,

Legible only by the light they give,

Stand the foul-quickening words

—

believe and live.

Too many, mocked at what mould charm them moft,

Defpife the plain direction and are loft.

Heaven on fuch terms ! (they cry with proud difdain)

Incredible, impoflible, and vain!

—

Rebel, becaufe 'tis eafy to obey;

And fcorn, for its own fake, the gracious way.

Thefe are the fober, in whofe cooler brains

Some thought of immortality remains;

The reft too bufy or too gay to wait

On the fad theme, their everlafting ftate,

Sport for a day and perifh in a night,

The foam upon the waters not fo light.

Who judged the Pharifee ? What odious caufe

Expofed him to the vengeance of the laws ?

Had he feduced a virgin, wronged a friend,

Or ftabbed a man to ferve fome private end ?
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Was blafphemy his fin? Or did he ftray

From the ftrict duties of the facred day?

Sit long and late at the carouiing board?

(Such were the fins with which he charged his Lord)

No—the man's morals were exact, what then?

'Twas his ambition to be feen of men;

His virtues were his pride; and that one vice

Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price;

He wore them as fine trappings for a mow,

A praying, fynagogue-frequenting, beau.

The feif-applauding bird, the peacock fee-

Mark what a fumptuous Pharifee is he!

Meridian fun-beams tempt him to unfold

His radiant glories, azure, green, and gold:

He treads as if, fome folemn mufic near,

His meafured ftep were governed by his ear;

And feems to fay—Ye meaner fowl give place,

I am all fplendour, dignity, and grace!

Not fo the pheafant on his charms prefumes,

Though he too has a glory in his plumes.

He, chriftian like, retreats with modefi: mien

To the clofe copfe, or far- fequeftered green,
j>

And fhines without defiring to be feen. J

The plea of works, as arrogant and vain,

Heaven turns from with abhorrence and difdain;

Not more affronted by avowed neglect,

Than by the mere diiiembler's feigned refpect.
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What is all righteoufnefs that men devife ?

What—but a fordid bargain for the ikies ?

But Chrift as foon would abdicate his own,

As ftoop from heaven to fell the proud a throne.

His dwelling a recefs in fome rude rock,

Book, beads, and maple-dim, his meagre flock;

In fhirt of hair and weeds of canvafs dreffed,

Girt with a bell-rope that the pope has bleffed

;

Aduft with ftripes told out for every crime,

And fore tormented long before his time;

His prayer preferred to faints that cannot aid

;

His praife poftponed, and never to be paid;

See the fage hermit, by mankind admired,

With all that bigotry adopts infpired,

Wearing out life in his religious whim,

Till his religious whimfy wears out him.

His works, his abftinence, his zeal allowed,

You think him humble—God accounts him proud;

High in demand, though lowly in pretence,

Of all his conduct this the genuine fenfe

—

My penitential ftripes, my ftreaming blood,

Have purchafed heaven, and prove my title good.

Turn eaftward now, and fancy fhall apply

To your weak fight her telefcopic eye.

The bramin kindles on his own bare head

The facred fire, felf-torturing his trade

;

His voluntary pains, fevere and long,

Would give a barbarous air to Britifh fong;

#•
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No grand inquifitor could worfe invent,

Than he contrives to fuffer, well content.

Which is the faintlier worthy of the two ?

Paft all difpute, yon anchorite fay you.

Your fentence and mine differ. What's a name?

I fay the bramin has the fairer claim.

If fufferings, fcripture no where recommends,

Deviled by felf to anfwer felfifh ends,

Give faintfhip, then all Europe muft agree

Ten ftarveling hermits fuffer lefs than he.

The truth is (if the truth may fuit your ear,

And prejudice have left a paffage clear)

Pride has attained its moft luxuriant growth,

And poifoned every virtue in them both.

Pride may be pampered while the nefh grows lean;

Humility may clothe an Englifh dean

;

That grace was Cowper's—his, confefTed by all

—

Though placed in golden Durham's fecond flail.

Not all the plenty of a bifhop's board,

His palace, and his lacqueys, and " My Lord,"

More nourifh pride, that condefcending vice,

Than abftinence, and beggary, and lice

;

It thrives in mifery, and abundant grows

In mifery, fools upon themfelves impofe.

But why before us, proteftants, produce

An Indian my flic, or a French reclufe ?

Their fin is plain; but what have we to fear,

Reformed and well inftructed ? You fhall hear,
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Yon ancient prude, whofe withered features fhow

She might be young fome forty years ago,

Her elbows pinioned clofe upon her hips,

Her head erect, her fan upon her lips.

Her eye-brows arched, her eyes both gone aftray

To watch yon amorous couple in their play,

With bony and unkerchiefed neck defies

The rude inclemency of wintry fkies,

And fails with lappet-head and mincing airs

Duly at clink of bell to morning prayers.

To thrift and parfimony much inclined,

She yet allows herfelf that boy behind;

The fhivering urchin, bending as he goes,

With flip-mod heels, and dew-drop at his nofe;

His predecefTor's coat advanced to wear,

Which future pages yet are doomed to fhare,

Carries her bible tucked beneath his arm,

And hides his hands to keep his fingers warm.

She, half an angel in her own account,

Doubts not hereafter with the faints to mount,

Though not a grace appears on ftricteft fearch,

But that fhe fafts, and item, goes to church.

Confcious of age fhe recollects her youth,

And tells, not always with an eye to truth,

Who fpanned her waift, and who, where'er he came,

Scrawled upon glafs mifs Bridget's lovely name;

Who ftole her ilipper, filled it with tokay,

And drank the little bumper every day.

1
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Of temper as envenomed as an afp,

Cenforious, and her every word a wafp;

In faithful memory (he records the crimes

Or real, or fictitious, of the times;

Laughs at the reputations fhe has torn,

And holds them dangling at arms length in fcorn.

Such are the fruits of fanetimonious pride,

Of malice fed while flefh is mortified

:

Take, Madam, the reward of all your prayers,

Where hermits and where bramins meet with theirs;

Your portion is with them—Nay, never frown,

But, if you pleafe, fome fathoms lower down.

Artift attend—your brufhes and your paint—
Produce them—take a chair—now draw a Saint,

Oh forrowful and fad! the ureaming tears

Channel her cheeks—a Niobe appears I

Is this a Saint ? Throw tints and all away

—

True piety is cheerful as the day,

Will weep indeed and heave a pitying groan

For others' woes, but fmiles upon her own.

What purpofe has the King of faints in view ?

Why falls the gofpel like a gracious dew?

To call up plenty from the teeming earth,

Or curfe the defart with a tenfold dearth ?

Is it that Adam's offspring may be faved

From fervile fear, or be the more enflaved?

To loofe the links that galled mankind before,

Or bind them fafter on, and add ftill more ?
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The freeborn Chrittian has no chains to prove,

Or, if a chain, the golden one of love:

No fear attends to quench his glowing fires,

What fear he feels his gratitude infpires.

Shall he for fuch deliverance freely wrought,

Recompenfe ill? He trembles at the thought.

His matter's intereft and his own combined

Prompt every movement of his heart and mind:

Thought, word, and deed, his liberty evince,

His freedom is the freedom of a prince.

Man's obligations infinite, of courfe

His life mould prove that he perceives their force}

His utmoft he can render is but fmall

—

The principle and motive all in all.

You have two fervants—Tom, an arch, fly rogue,

From top to toe the Geta now in vogue,

Genteel in figure, eafy in addrefs,

Moves without noife, and fwift as an exprefs,

Reports a meffage with a pleafing grace,

Expert in all the duties of his place;

Say, on what hinge does his obedience move?

Has he a world of gratitude and love?

No, not a fpark
—

'tis all mere fharper's play;

He likes your houfe, your houfemaid, and your pay;

Reduce his wages, or get rid of her,

Tom quits you, with—Your moft obedient, Sir.

The dinner ferved, Charles takes his ufual ftand,

Watches your eye, anticipates command;

i 2
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Sighs if perhaps your appetite fhould fail

;

And if he but fufpects a frown, turns pale;

Coniults all day your intcreft and your eafe,

Richly rewarded if he can but pleafe;

And, proud to make his firm attachment known,

To fave your life would nobly rifk his own.

Now which ftands higheft in your ferious thought ?

Charles, without doubt, fay you—and fo he ought

:

One act, that from a thankful heart proceeds,

Excels ten thoufand mercenary deeds.

Thus heaven approves as honeft and fincere

The work of generous love and filial fear;

But with averted eyes the omnifcient Judge

Scorns the bafe hireling, and the flavifh drudge.

Where dwell thefe matchlefs faints?—old Curio cries,

Even at your fide, Sir, and before your eyes,

The favoured few—the enthufiafts you defpife.

And pleafed at heart becaufe on holy ground

Sometimes a canting hypocrite is found,

Reproach a people with his fingle fall,

And can. his filthy raiment at them all.

Attend!—an apt fimilitude fhall fhow

Whence fprings the conducl: that offends you fo.

See where it fmokes along the founding plain,

Blown all aflant, a driving, darning rain,

Peal upon peal redoubling all around,

Shakes it again and fafter to the ground;
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Now naming wide, now glancing as in plav,

Swift beyond thought the lightnings dart away.

Ere yet it came the traveller urged his fteed,

And hurried, but with unfuccefsful fpeed;

Now drenched throughout, and hopelefs of his cafe,

He drops the rein, and leaves him to his pace.

Suppofe, unlooked for in a fcene fo rude,

Long hid by interpofing hill or wood,

Some manfion, neat and elegantly dreffed,

By fome kind hofpitable heart poffeffed,

Offer him warmth, fecurity, and reft;

Think with what pleafure, fafe and at his eafe,

He hears the tempeft howling in the trees;

What glowing thanks his lips and heart employ,

While danger paft is turned to prefent joy.

So fares it with the finner, when he feels

A growing dread of vengeance at his heels:

His confcience, like a glafly lake before,

Lafhed into foaming waves begins to roar;

The law grown clamorous, though filent long,

Arraigns him—charges him with every wrong

—

Afferts the rights of his offended Lord,

And death or reftitution is the word:

The laft impoftible, he fears the firft,

And, having well deferved, expects the worft.

Then welcome refuge, and a peaceful home,

Oh for a fhelter from the wrath to come

!
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Crufh me ye rocks; ye falling mountains hide,

Or bury me in ocean's angry tide.

—

The fcrutiny of thofe all-feeing eyes

I dare not—And you need not, God replies;

The remedy you want I freely give:

The book fhall teach you—read, believe, and live!

'Tis done—the raging ftorm is heard no more,

Mercy receives him on her peaceful ihore:

And juftice, guardian of the dread command,

Drops the red vengeance from his willing hand.

A foul redeemed demands a life of praife

;

Hence the complexion of his future days,

Hence a demeanour holy and unfpeckt,

And the world's hatred as its fure effect.

Some lead a life unblameable and juft,

Their own dear virtue their unfhaken truft:

They never fin—or if (as all offend)

Some trivial flips their daily walk attend,

The poor are near at hand, the charge is fmall,

A flight gratuity atones for all.

For though the pope has loft his intereft here,

And pardons are not fold as once thev were,

No papifl more defirous to compound,

Than fome grave finners upon Englifh ground.

That plea refuted, other quirks they feek

—

Mercy is infinite, and man is weak;

The future fhall obliterate the paft,

And heaven no doubt fhall be their home at laft.
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Come then—a frill, fmall whifper in your ear

—

He has no hope who never had a fear;

And he that never doubted of his ftate,

He may perhaps—perhaps he may—too late.

The path to blifs abounds with many a fnare;

Learning is one, and wit, however rare.

The Frenchman, hrft in literary fame,

(Mention him if vou pleafe. Voltaire?—The fame.)

With fpirit, genius, eloquence fupplied,

Lived long, wrote much, laughed heartily, and died;

The fcripture was his jeft-book, whence he drew

Bon mots to gall the Christian and the Jew;

An infidel in health, but what when fick?

Oh—then a text would touch him at the quick;

View him at Paris in his laft career,

Surrounding throngs the demi-god revere;

Exalted on his pcdeftal of pride,

And fumed with frankincenfe on every fide,

He begs their flattery with his lateft breath,

And fmothered in't at laft, is praifed to death.

Yon cottager, who weaves at her own door,

Pillow and bobbins all her little {tore;

Content though mean, and cheerful if not gay,

Shuffling her threads about the live-long day,

Juit earns a fcanty pittance, and at night

Lies down iecure, her heart and pocket light;

She, for her humble fphere by nature fit,

Has little underftanding, and no wit,
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Receives no praife; but, though her lot be fuch,

(Toilfome and indigent) (lie renders much; .

Jurl knows, and knows no more, her Bible true

—

A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew;

A nd in that charter reads with fparkling eyes

Her title to a treafure in the fkies.

Oh happy peafant! Oh unhappy bard!

His the mere tinfel, her's the rich reward;

He praifed perhaps for ages yet to come,

She never heard of half a mile from home

:

He loft in errors his vain heart prefers,

She fafe in the Simplicity of her's.

Not many wife, rich, noble, or profound

In fcience, win one inch of heavenly ground.

And is it not a mortifying thought

The poor mould gain it, and the rich fhould not?

No—the voluptuaries, who never forget

One pleafure loft, lofe heaven without regret;

Regret would roufe them, and give birth to prayer,

Prayer would add faith, and faith would fix them there.

Not that the Former of us all in this,

Or aught he does, is governed by caprice

:

The fuppofition is replete with fin,

And bears the brand of blafphemy burnt in.

Not fo—the filver trumpet's heavenly call

Sounds for the poor, but founds alike for all:

Kings are invited, and would kings obey,

No flaves on earth more welcome were than they:
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But royalty, nobility, and uate,

Are fuch a dead preponderating weight,

That endlefs blifs (how ftrange (bever it feem)

In counterpoife, flies up and kicks the beam.

'Tis open, and ye cannot enter—why?

Becaufe ye will not, Conyers would reply

—

And he fays much that many may difpute

And cavil at with eafe, but none refute.

Oh blened effect of penury and want,

The feed fown there, how vigorous is the plant I

No foil like poverty for growth divine,

As leaneft land fupplies the richeft wine.

Earth gives too little, giving only bread,

To nourifh pride, or turn the weakeft head:

To them the founding jargon of the fchools

Seems what it is—a cap and bells for fools:

The light they walk by, kindled from above,

Shows them the fhortefl way to life and love:

They, ftrangers to the controverfial field,

Where deiris, always foiled, yet fcorn to yield,

And never checked by what impedes the wife,

Believe, rufh forward, and poflefs the prize.

Envy, ye great, the dull unlettered fmall:

Ye have much caufe for envv—but not all.

We boaft fome rich ones whom, the gofpel fways,

And one who wears a coronet and prays;

Like gleanings of an olive tree they fhow,

Here and there one upon the topmoft bongh.
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How readily upon the gofpel plan,

That queftion has its anfwer-What is man?

Sinful and weak, in every fenfe a wretch;

An inftrument, whofe chords upon the ftretch,

And ftrained to the laft fcrew that he can bear,

Yield only difcord in his Maker's ear:

Once the bleu refidence of truth divine,

Glorious as Solyma's interior (hnne,

Where, in his own oracular abode,

Dwelt viiibly the light-creating God;

But made long finoe, like Babylon of old,

A den of mifchiefs never to be told

:

And (he, once miftrefs of the realms around,

Now fcattered wide and no where to be found,

As ibon mall rife and re afcend the throne,

By native power and energy her own,

As nature at her own peculiar coft,

Reftore to man the glories he has loft.

Go—bid the winter ceafe to chill the year,

Replace the wandering comet in his fphere

Then boaft (but wait for that unhoped for hour;

The felf-reftoring arm of human power.

But what is man in his own proud efteem?

Hear him—himfelf the poet and the theme:

A monarch clothed with majefty and awe,

His mind his kingdom, and his will his law,

Grace in his mien, and glory in his eyes,

Supreme on earth, and worthy of the flues,
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Strength in his heart, dominion in his nod,

And, thunderbolts excepted, quite a God!

So lings he, charmed with his own mind and form,

The ibng magnificent—the theme a worm!

Himfelf fo much the fource of his delight,

His Maker has no beauty in his fight.

See where he fits contemplative and fixt,

Pleafure and wonder in his features mixt;

His paffions tamed and all at his controul,

How perfect the compofure of his foul

!

Complacency has breathed a gentle gale

O'er all his thoughts, and fwelled his eafy fail:

His books well trimmed and in the gayeft ftyle,

Like regimented coxcombs rank and file,

Adorn his intellects as well as fhelves,

And teach him notions fplendid as themfelves:

The Bible only ftands neglected there,

Though that of all moft worthy of his care;

And like an infant troublefome awake,

Is left to fleep for peace and quiet fake.

What fhall the man deferve of human kind,

Whofe happy fkill and induftry combined

Shall prove (what argument could never yet)

The Bible an impofture and a cheat?

The praifes of the libertine profefTed,

The word of men, and curfes of the beft.

Where fhould the living, weeping o'er his woes,

The dying, trembling at the awful clofe,

k 2
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Where the betrayed, forfaken, and opprefled,

The thoufands whom the world forbids to reft,

"Where mould they find, (thole comforts at an end

The fcripture yields) or hope to find, a friend?

Sorrow might mule herfelf to madnets then,

And feeking exile from the fight of men*

Bury herfelf in folitude profound,

Grow frantic with her pangs and bite the ground.

Thus often unbelief, grown fick of life,

Flies to the tempting pool, or felon knife.

The jury meet, the coroner is fhort,

And lunacy the verdict of the court;

Reverfe the fentence, let the truth be known,

Such lunacy is ignorance alone:

They knew not, what fome bifhops may not know,

That fcripture is the only cure of woe;

That field of promife, how it flings abroad

Its odour over the Chriftian's thorny road!

The foul, repofing on affured relief,

Feels herfelf happy amidft all her grief,.

Forgets her labour as fhe toils along,

Weeps tears of joy, and burns into a fong.

But the fame word, that, like the polifhed fhare ?

Houghs up the roots of a believer's earer

Kills too the flowery weeds, where'er they grow,

That bind the finner's Bacchanalian brow.

Oh that unwelcome voice of heavenly love,

Sad melTenger of mercy from above

!
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How does it grate upon his thanklefs ear,

Crippling his pleafures with the cramp of fear!

His will and judgment at continual ftrife,

That civil war imbitters all his life:

In vain he points his powers againft the fkies,

In vain he clofes or averts his eyes,

Truth will intrude—me bids him yet beware;

And makes the fceptic in the fcorner's chair.

Though various foes againn: the truth combine,

Pride above all oppofes her defign

;

Pride, of a growth fuperior to the reft,

The fubtleft ferpent with the loftieft creft,

Swells at the thought, and, kindling into rage,.

Would hifs the cherub mercy from the ftage.

And is the foul indeed fo loft?—fhe cries,

Fallen from her glory and too weak to rife?

Torpid and dull beneath a frozen zone,

Has fhe no fpark that may be deemed her own?

Grant her indebted to what zealots call

Grace undeferved, yet furefy not for all

—

Some beams of rectitude fhe yet difplays,

Some love of virtue, and fome power to praife;

Can lift herfclf above corporeal things,

And, {baring on her own unborrowed wings,

PofTefs herfelf of all that's good or true,

Affert the fkies, and vindicate her due.

Pad indifcretion is a venial crime,

And if the youth, unmellowed yet by time,
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Bore on bis branch luxuriant then and rude

Fruits of a blighted fize, auilere and crude,

Maturer years fhall happier ftores produce,

And meliorate the well concocted juice.

Then, conicious of her meritorious zeal,

To juftice the may make her bold appeal,

And leave to mercy with a tranquil mind,

The worthlefs and unfruitful of mankind.

Hear then how mercy, flighted and defied,

Retorts the affront againft the crown of pride.

Perifh the virtue, as it ought, abhorred,

And the fool with it, wrho infults his Lord.

The atonement, a Redeemer's love has wrought.

Is not for you—the righteous need it not.

Seefl thou yon harlot wooing all me meets,

The worn-out nunance of the public ffreets,

Herfelf from morn to night, from night to morn,

Her own abhorrence, and as much your fcorn;

The gracious fhower, unlimited and free,

Shall fall on her, when heaven denies it thee.

Of all that wifdom dictates, this the drift,

That man is dead in fin, and life a gift.

Is virtue then, unlefs of Chriftian growth,

Mere fallacy, or foolifhnefs, or both?

Ten thoufand fages loft in endlefs woe,

For ignorance of what they could not know?

That fpeech betrays at once a bigot's tongue,

Charge not a God with fuch outrageous wrong.
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Truly not I—the partial light men have,

My creed perfuades me, well employed, mav fave;

While he that fcorns the noon-day beam, perverfe,

Shall find the blefling unimproved a curfe.

Let heathen worthies, whofe exalted mind
Left fenfuality and drofs behind,

PofTefs for me their undifputed lot,

And take unenvied the reward they fought.

But ftill in virtue of a Saviour's plea,

Not blind by choice, but deftined not to fee.

Their fortitude and wiidom were a flame

Celeftial, though they knew not whence it came,

Derived from the fame fource of light and grace,

That guides the Chriftian in his fwifter race;

Their judge was confcienee, and her rule their law,

That rule, purfued with reverence and with awe,

Led them, however faltering, faint, and flow,

From what they knew, to what they wifhed to know,

But let not him that fhares a brighter day,

Traduce the fplendour of a noon-tide ray,

Prefer the twilight of a darker time,

And deem his bafe ftupidity no crime;

The wretch, who flights the bounty of the fkies,

And finks, while favoured with the means to rife,

Shall find them rated at their full amount,

The good he fcorned all carried to account.

Marfhalling all his terrors as he came,

Thunder, and earthquake, and devouring flame,
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From Sinai's top Jehovah gave the law,

Life for obedience, death for every flaw.

When the great Sovereign would his will exprefs.

He gives a perfect, rule; what can he lefs?

And guards it with a fanction as fevere

As vengeance can inflict., or finners tear:

Elfe his own glorious rights he would difclaim,

And man might fafely trifle with his name.

He bids him glow with unremitting love

To all on earth, and to himfelf above;

Condemns the injurious deed, the fbnderous tongue,

The thought that meditates a brother's wrong:

Brings not alone the more confpicuous part,

His conduct to the teft, but tries his heart.

Hark ! univerfal nature fliook and groaned,

'Twas the 1-ait trumpet—fee the Judge enthroned

:

Route all your courage at your uimoft need,

Now fummon every virtue, Hand and plead.

What! filent? Is your boafting heard no more?

That felf-renouncing wifdom, learned before,

Had fhed immortal glories on your brow,

That all your virtues cannot purchafe now.

All joy to the believer 1 He can fpeak

—

Trembling yet happy, confident yet meek.

Since the dear hour that brought me to thy foot,

And cut up all my follies by the root,

I never trufted in an arm but thine,

Nor hoped, but in thy righteouihefs divine:
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My prayers and alms, imperfect and defiled,

Were but the feeble efforts of a child;

However performed, it was their brighten1 part

That they proceeded from a grateful heart:

Cleanfed in thine own all-purifying blood,

Forgive their evil, and accept their good;

I caft them at thy feet—my only plea

Is what it was, dependence upon thee,

"While ftruggling in the vale of tears below,

That never failed, nor fhall it fail me now.

Angelic gratulations rend the ikies,

Pride falls unpitied never more to rife,

Humility is crowned, and faith receives the prize.
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Tantane, tarn patiens, nullo certamine tolli

Dona fines? Virg.

Why weeps the mufe for England? What appears

In England's cafe to move the mufe to tears?

From fide to fide of her delightful ifle

Is fhe not clothed with a perpetual fmile?

Can nature add a charm, or art confer

A new-found luxury not feen in her?

Where under heaven is pleafure more purfued,

Or where does cold reflection lefs intrude?

Her fields a rich expanfe of wavy corn,

Poured out from plenty's overflowing horn;

Ambroflal gardens, in which art fupplies

The fervour and the force of Indian flues;

Her peaceful fhores, where-bufy commerce waits

To pour his golden tide through all her gates;

Whom fiery funs, that fcorch the ruffe t fpice

Of eaftern groves, and oceans floored with ice

Forbid in vain to pufh his daring way

To darker climes, or climes of brighter day;

Whom the winds waft where'er the billows roll,

From the world's girdle to the frozen pole

;
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The chariots bounding in her wheel-worn ftreets,

Her vaults below, where every vintage meets:

Her theatres, her revels, and her fports;

The fcenes to which not youth alone retorts,

But age, in fpite of weaknefs and of pain,

Still haunts, in hope to dream of youth again;

All fpeak her happy : let the mufe look round

From Eaft to Weft, no farrow can be found:

Or only what, in cottages confined,

Sighs unregarded to the pafting wind.

Then wherefore weep for England ? What appears

In England's cafe to move the mufe to tears?

The prophet wept for Ifrael ; wifhed his eyes

Were fountains fed with infinite fupplies:

For Ifrael dealt in robbery and wrong;

There were the fcorner's and the flanderer's tongue;

Oaths, ufed as playthings or convenient tools,

As intereft bialTed knaves, or fafhion fools;

Adultery, neighing at his neighbours door;

Oppreffion, labouring hard to grind the poor;

The partial balance, and deceitful weight;

The treacherous fmile, a mafk for fecret hate;

Hypocrify, formality in prayer,

And the dull fervice of the lip were there.

Her women, infolent and felf-careffed,

By vanity's unwearied finger drefTed,

Forgot the blufh, that virgin fears impart

To modeft cheeks, and borrowed one from art;
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Where juft fuch trifles, without worth or ufe,

As filly pride and idlenefs produce;

Curled, fcented, furbelowed, and flounced around,

With feet too delicate to touch the ground,

They ftretched the neck, and rolled the wanton eye,

And fighed for every fool that fluttered by.

He faw his people flaves to every luft,

Lewd, avaricious, arrogant, unjuft;

He heard the wheels of an avenging God

Groan heavily along the diftant road;

Saw Babylon fet wide her two-leaved brafs

To let the military deluge pafs;

Jerufalem a prey, her glory foiled,

Her princes captive, and her treafures fpoiled;

Wept till all Ifrael heard his bitter cry,

Stamped with his foot, and fmote upon his thigh:

But wept, and flamped, and fmote his thigh in vain,

Plealure is deaf when told of future pain,

And founds prophetic are too rough to fait

Ears long accuftomed to the pleafing lute;

They fcorned his infpiration and his theme,

Pronounced him frantic, and his fears a dream;

With felf- indulgence winged the fleeting hours,

Till the foe found them, and down fell the towers.

Long time Alfyria bound them in her chain,

Till penitence had purged the public ftain,

And Cyrus, with relenting pity moved,

Returned them happy to the land they loved;
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There, proof againft profperity, awhile

They flood the teft of her enlharing fmile,

And had the grace in fcenes of peace to fhow

The virtue, they had learned in fcenes of woe.

But man is frail, and can but ill fuftain

A long immunity from grief and pain;

And after all the joys that plenty leads,

With tip-toe flep vice filently fucceeds.

When he that ruled them with a fhepherd's rod,

In form a man, in dignity a God,

Came, not expecled in that humble guife,

To fift and fearch them with unerring eyes,

He found, concealed beneath a fair outfide,

The filth of rottennefs and worm of pride;

Their piety a fyftem of deceit,

Scripture employed to fanctify the cheat;

The pharifee the dupe of his own art,

Self-idolized and yet a knave at heart.

When nations are to perifh in their fins,

'Tis in the church the leprofy begins;

The prieft, whofe office is with zeal iincere

To watch the fountain and preferve it clear,

Carelefsly nods and fleeps upon the brink,

While others poifon what the flock muft drink;

Or, waking at the call of luft alone,

Infufes lies and errors of his own;

His unfufpecting fheep believe it pure:

And, tainted by the very means of cure,
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Catch from each other a contagious fpot,

The foul fore-runner of a general rot.

Then truth is hufhed that herefy may preach,

And all is train that reafon cannot teach:

Then Gods own image on the foul impreffed

Becomes a mockery, and a ftanding jeft;

And faith, the root whence only can arife

The graces of a life that wins the ikies,

Lofes at once all value and efteem,

Pronounced by grey-beards a pernicious dream:

Then ceremony leads her bigots forth,

Prepared to fight for fhadows of no worth;

While truths, on which eternal things depend,

Find not, or hardly find, a tingle friend:

As foldiers watch the flgnal of command,

They learn to bow, to kneel, to fit, to ftand;

Happy to fill religion's vacant place

With hollow form, and gefture, and grimace.

Such, when the teacher of his church was there,,

People and prieft, the fons of Ifrael were;

Stiff in the letter, lax in the defign

And import, of their oracles divine;

Their learning legendary, falfe, abfurd,

And yet exalted above God's own word;

They drew a curfe from an intended good,

Puffed up with gifts they never underftood.

He judged them with as terrible a frown,

As if not love, but wrath, had brought him down;
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Yet he was gentle as foft fummer airs,

Had grace for other's fins, but none for theirs
;

Through all he fpoke a noble plainnefs ran

—

Rhetoric is artifice, the work of man

;

And tricks and turns, that fancy may devife,

Are far too mean for him, that rules the ikies.

The aftonifhed vulgar trembled while he tore

The malk from faces never feen before;

He flopped the impoftors in the noon- day fun,

Showed that they followed all they feemed to fhun;

Their prayers made public, their excefTes kept

As private as the chambers where they ilept;

The temple and its holy rites profaned

By mummeries, he that dwelt in it difdained;

Uplifted hands, that at convenient times

Could ac~l extortion and the worft of crimes,

Wafhed with a neatnefs fcrupuloufly nice,

And free from every taint but that of vice.

judgment, however tardy, mends her pace

When obftinacy once has conquered grace.

They law diftemper healed, and life reftored,

In anfwer to the fiat of his word;

Confefied the wonder, and with daring tongue

Blafphemed the authority from which it fprung.

They knew by fure prognoftics fcen on high.

The future tone and temper of the iky;

But, grave difTemblers ! could not underftand

That fin let loofe fpeaks punifhment at hand.
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Afk now of hillory's authentic page,

And call up evidence from every age;

Difplay with bufy and laborious hand

The bletfings of the mofr. indebted land;

What nation will you find whofe annals prove

So rich an intereft in almighty love?

Where dwell they now, where dwelt in ancient day

A people planted, watered, bleft, as they?

Let Egypt's plagues and Canaan's woes proclaim

The favours poured upon thejewifh name;

Their freedom purchafed for them at the cofl

Of all, their hard opprefTors valued moft;

Their title to a country not their own

Made fure by prodigies till then unknown

;

For them the ftates, they left, made watle and void;

For them the ftates, to which they went, deflroyed;

A cloud to meafure out their march by day,

By night a fire to cheer the gloomy way;

That moving lignal fummoning, when beft,

Their hofl to move, and when it flayed, to reft,

For them the rocks diffolved into a flood,

The dews condcnfed into angelic food,

Their very garments facred, old yet new,

And Time forbid to touch them as he flew;

Streams, fwelled above the bank, enjoined to ftand,

While they paffed through to their appointed land;

Their leader armed with meeknefs, zeal, and love,

And graced with clear credentials from above;
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Themfelves fecured beneath the Almighty wing;

Their God their captain*, lawgiver, and king;

Crowned with a thoufand victories, and at laft

Lords of the conquered foil, there rooted faft,

In peace pofTeffing what they won by war,

Their name far publifhed, and revered as far;

Where will you find a race like theirs, endowed

With all that man ever wifhed, or heaven beflowed?

They, and they only, amongft all mankind

Received the tranfcript of the eternal mind;

Were trufted with his own engraven laws,

And conflituted guardians of his caufe;

Theirs were the prophets, theirs the prieftly call,

And theirs by birth the Saviour of us all.

In vain the nations, that had feen them rife

With fierce and envious yet admiring eyes,

Had fought to crufh them, guarded as they were

By power divine, and fkill that could not err.

Had they maintained allegiance firm and fure,

And kept the faith immaculate and pure,

Then the proud eagles of all-conquering Rome
Had found one city not to be overcome;

And the twelve ftandards of the tribes unfurled

Had bid defiance to the warring world.

But grace abufed brings forth the foulefl deeds,

As richeit. foil the moft luxuriant weeds.

* Videjofhua, v. 14.
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Cured of the golden calves, their fathers' fin,

They fet up felf, that idle god, within;

Viewed a Deliverer with difdain and hate,

Who left them ftill a tributary ftate;

Seized fail his hand, held out to fet them free

From a worfe voke, and nailed it to the tree:

There was the confummation and the crown,

The flower of Ifraels infamy full blown;

Thence date their fad declenfion and their fall,

Their woes not yet repealed, thence date them all.

Thus fell the beft inftructed in her dav,

And the molt, favoured land, look where we may.

Philofophy indeed on Grecian eyes

Had poured the day, and cleared the Roman fkies;

In other climes perhaps creative art,

With power furpafling theirs, performed her part,

Might give more life to marble, or might fill

The glowing tablets with a jufler fkill,

Might mine in fable, and grace idle themes

With all the embroidery of poetic dreams;

'Twas their's alone to dive into the plan,

That truth and mercy had revealed to man

;

And while the world betide, that plan unknown,

Deified ufelefs wood, or fenfeleis ftone,

They breathed in faith their well-direcled prayers,

And the true God, the God of truth, was their's.

Their glory faded, and their race difperfed,

The laft of nations now, though once the firft;
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They warn and teach the proudeft, would they learn,

Keep wifdom, or meet vengeance in your turn:

If we efcaped not, if Heaven fpared not us,

Peeled, fcattered, and exterminated thus;

If vice received her retribution due

When we were vifited, what hope for you?

When God arifes with an awful frown

To punifh luft, or pluck prefumption down;

When gifts perverted, or not duly prized,

Pleafure overvalued, and his grace defpifed,

Provoke the vengeance of his righteous hand

To pour down wrath upon a thanklefs land;

He will be found impartially fevere,

Too juft to wink, or fpeak the guilty clear.

Oh Ifrael, of all nations moft undone!

Thy diadem difplaced, thy fceptre gone;

Thy temple, once thy glory, fallen and rafed,

And thou a worfhipper even where thou mayeft;

Thy fervices once only without fpot,

Mere fhadows now, their ancient pomp forgot;

Thy Levites, once a confecrated hoft,

No longer Levites, and their lineage loft,

And thou thyfelf over every country fown,

With none on earth that thou canft call thine own;

Cry aloud thou that fitteft in the duft,

Cry to the proud, the cruel, and unjuft;

Knock at the gates of nations, roufe their fears;

Say wrath is coming, and the ftorm appears; >

But raife the fhrilleft cry in Britifh ears.
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What ails thee, reftlefs as the waves that roar,

And fling their foam againft thy chalky fhore?

Miftrefs, at leaft while providence fhall pleafe,

And trident-bearing queen of the wide feas

—

Why, having kept good faith, and often fhown

Friendship and truth to others, findeft thou none?

Thou that haft fet the perfecuted free,

None interpofes now to fuccour thee.

Countries indebted to thy power, that mine

With light derived from thee, would fmother thine:

Thy very children watch for thy difgrace

—

A lawlefs brood, and curfe thee to thy face.

Thy rulers load thy credit, year by year,.

With fums Peruvian mines could never clear;

As if, like arches built with fkilful hand,

The more 'twere preft the firmer it would ftand.

The cry in all thy fhips is ftill the fame,

Speed us away to battle and to fame.

Thy mariners explore the wide expanfe,

Impatient to defcry the flags of France

:

But, though they fight as thine have ever fought,

Return afhamed without the wreaths they fought.

Thy fenate is a fcene of civil jar,

Chaos of contrarieties at war;

Where fharp and folid, phlegmatic and light,

Difcordant atoms meet, ferment, and fight;

Where obftinacy takes his fturdy ftand,

To difconcert what policy has planned

;
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Where policy is bufied all night long

In fetting right what faction has fet wrong;

Where flails of oratory threfh the floor,

That yields them chaff and duff, and nothing more.

Thy racked inhabitants repine, complain,

Taxed till the brow of labour fvveats in vain

;

War lays a burthen on the reeling ftate,

And peace does nothing to relieve the weight;

Succeffive loads fucceeding broils impofe,

And fighing millions prophefy the clofe.

Is adverfe providence, when pondered well,

So dimly writ, or difficult to fpell,

Thou canfi: not read with readinefs and eafe

Providence adverfe in events like thefe?

Know then that heavenly wifdom on this ball

Creates, gives birth to, guides, confummates all:

That, while laborious and quick-thoughted man
Snuffs up the praiie of what he feems to plan,

He firfl conceives, then perfects his defign,

As a mere innrument in hands divine:

Blind to the working of that fecret power,

That balances the wings of every hour,

The bufy trifler dreams himfelf alone,

Frames many a purpofe, and God works his own.

States thrive or wither as moons wax and wane,

Even as his will and his decrees ordain

;

While honour, virtue, piety bear fway,

They flourifh; and as thefe decline, decay,
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In juft retentment of his injured laws,

He pours contempt on them and on their caufc;

Strikes the rough thread of error right athwart

The web of every fcheme they have at heart;

Bids rottennefs invade and bring to duft

The pillars of fupport, in which they trull:,

And do his errand of difgrace and fhame

On the chief f trength and glory of the frame.

None ever yet impeded what he wrought,

None bars him out from his moft fecret thought:

Darknefs itfelf before his eye is light,

And hell's clofe mifchief naked in his light.

Stand now and judge thyfelf.—Haft thou incurred

His anger, who can wafte thee with a word,

Who poifes and proportions fea and land,

Weighing them in the hollow of his hand,

And in whofe awful fight all nations feem

As grafshoppers, as duft, a drop, a dream?

Haft thou (a facrilege his foul abhors)

Claimed all the glory of thy profperous wars?

Proud of thy fleets and armies, ftolen the gem
Of his juft praife, to lavifh it on them?

Haft thou not learned, what thou art often told,

A truth ftill facred, and believed of old,

That no fuccefs attends on fpears and fwords

Unbleft, and that the battle is the Lord's?

That courage is his creature, and difmay

The poft, that at his bidding fpeeds away,
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Ghaftly in feature, and bis ftammcring tongue,

With doleful rumour and fad prefage hung t

To quell the valour of the ftouteft heart,

And teach the combatant a woman's part?

That he bids thoufands fly when none purfue,

Saves as he will by many or by few,

And claims for ever, as his royal right,

The event and fure decifion of the fight?

Haft thou, though fuckled at fair freedom's breaft,

Exported flavery to the conquered Eaft,

Pulled down the tyrants India ferved with dread,

And raifed thyfelf, a greater in their ftead?

Gone thither armed and hungry, returned full,

Fed from the richeft veins of the Mogul,

A defpot big with power obtained by wealth,

And that obtained by rapine, and by Health?

With Afiatic vices ftored thy mind,

But left their virtues and thine own behind

;

And, having trucked thy foul, brought home the fee,

To tempt the poor to fell himfelf to thee?

Haft thou by ftatute moved from its defign

The Saviour's feaft, his own bleft bread and wine,

And made the fymbols of atoning grace

An office-key, a picklock to a place,

That infidels may prove their title good

By an oath dipped in facramental blood?

A blot that will be ftill a blot, in fpite

Of all that grave apologifts may write

:
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And though a bifhop toil to cleanfe the flaln,

Pie wipes and fcours the filver cup in vain.

And halt thou fworn on every flight pretence,

Till perjuries are common as bad pence,

While thoufands, carelefs of the damning fin,

Kifs the book's outfide, who never looked within?

Haft thou, when heaven has clothed thee with difgrace,

And long provoked, repaid thee to thy face,

(For thou haft, known ecliples, and endured

Dimnefs and anguifh, all thy beams obfcured,

When fin has fhed difhonour on thy brow;

And never of a fabler hue than now)

Haft thou, with heart perverfe and confcience feared,

Defpiiing all rebuke, ftill perfevered,

And having chofen evil, fcorned the voice

That cried, Repent!—and gloried in thy choice?

Thy failings, when calamity at laft

Suggefts the expedient of a yearly faft,

What mean they ? Canft thou dream there is a power

In lighter diet at a later hour,

To charm to fleep the threatening of the fkies,

And hide paft folly from all-feeing eyes?

The faft, that wins deliverance, and fufpends

The fbroke, that a vindictive God intends,

Is to renounce hypocrify; to draw

Thy life upon the pattern of the law;

To war with pleafure idolized before;

To vanquifh luft, and wear its yoke no more.
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All fafting elfe, whatever be the pretence,

Is wooing mercy by renewed offence.

Haft thou within thee fin, that in old time

Brought fire from heaven, the fex-abufing crime,

Whofe horrid perpetration ftamps difgrace,

Baboons are free from, upon human race?

Think on the fruitful and well-watered fpot,

That fed the flocks and herds of wealthy Lot,

Where Paradife feemed flill vouchfafed on earth,

Burning and fcorched into perpetual dearth,

Or, in his words who damned the bafe defire,

Suffering the vengeance of eternal fire

:

Then nature injured, fcandali'zed, defiled,

Unveiled her blufhing cheek, looked on, and fmiled;

Beheld with joy the lovely fcene defaced,

And praifed the wrath, that laid her beauties wafte.

Far be the thought from any verfe of mine,

And farther ftill the formed and fixed defign,

To thruft the charge of deeds, that I deteft,

Againft an innocent unconfcious breaft:

The man that dares traduce, becaufe he can

With fafety to himfelf, is not a man

:

An individual is a facred mark,

Not to be pierced in play, or in the dark;

But public cenfure fpeaks a public foe,

Unlefs a zeal for virtue guide the blow.

The prieftly brotherhood, devout, fincere,

From mean felf-intereft and ambition clear,

N
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Their hope in Heaven, fertility their fcorn,

Prompt to perfuade, expoflulnte, and warn,

Their wifdora pure, and given them from above,

Their ufefulnefs eniured by zeal and love,

As meek as the man Mofes, and withal

As bold as in Agrippa's pretence Paul,

Should fly the world's contaminating touch,

Holy and unpolluted:—are thine fucli?

Except a few with Eli's fpirit bleft,

Hophni and Phineas may defcribe the reft.

Where fhall a teacher look in days like thefe,

For ears and hearts that he can hope to pleafe?

Look to the poor—the iimple and the plain

"Will hear perhaps thy falutary ftrain:

Humility is gentle, apt to learn,

Speak but the word, will liflen and return,

Alas, not fo! the poorer! of the flock

Are proud, and fet their faces as a rock;

Denied that earthly opulence they ehoofe,

God's better gift they feoff at, and refufe.

The rich, the produce of a nobler ilem,

Are more intelligent at leaft, try thenar

Oh vain enquiry ! they without remorfe

Are altogether gone a devious courfe;

Where beckoning pleafure leads them, wildly flray:

Have burft the bands, and carl, the yoke away.

Now borne upon the wi::gs of truth fublime,

Review thy dim original and prime;
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This ifland, fpot of unreclaimed rude earth,

The cradle that received thee at thy birth,

Was rocked by many a rough Norwegian blaft,

And Daniili bowlings feared thee as they palTed;

For thou waft born amid the din of arms,

And fucked a breaft that panted with alarms.

While yet thou waft a groveling puling chit,

Thy bones not fafhioned, and thy joints not knit,

The Roman taught thy ftubborn knee to bow,

Though twice a Caefar could not bend thee now:

His victory was that of orient light,

When the fun's fhafts difperfe the gloom of night.

Thy language at this diftant moment fhows

How much the country to the conqueror owes;

ExpreiTive, energetic, and refined,

It fparkles with the gems he left behind:

He brought thy land a bleffing when he came,

He found thee favage, and he left thee tame;

Taught thee to clothe thy pinked and painted hide,

And grace thy figure with a foldier's pride;

He fowed the feeds of order where he went,

Improved thee far beyond his own intent,

And, while he ruled thee by the fword alone,

Made thee at laft a warrior like his own.

Religion, if in heavenly truths attired,

Needs only to be feen to be admired,

But thine, as dark as witcheries of the night,

Was formed to harden hearts and fhock the fight;
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Thy Druids ftruck the well -hung harps they bore

With ringers deeply dyed in human gore;

And, while the victim {lowly bled to death,

Upon the rolling chords rung out his dying breath.

Who brought the lamp, that with awaking beams

Dilpelled thy gloom, and broke away thy dreams,

Tradition, now decrepit and worn out,

Babbler of ancient fables, leaves a doubt

:

But ftill light reached thee; and thofe gods of thine

Woden and Thor, each tottering in his fhrine,

Fell broken and defaced at his own door,

As Dagon in Philiflia long before.

But Rome with forceries and magic wand

Soon raifed a cloud, that darkened every land;

And thine was fmothered in the flench and fog

Of Tiber's marines and the papal bog.

Then priefts with bulls and briefs, and fhaven crowns.

And griping Ms, and unrelenting frowns,

Legates and delegates with powers from hell,

Though heavenly in pretenfion, fleeced thee well;

And to this hour to keep it frefli in mind,

Some twigs of that old fcourge are left behind.*

Thy foldiery, the pope's well managed pack,

Were trained beneath his lafh, and knew the fmack,

And, when he laid them on the fcent of blood,

Would hunt a Saracen through fire and flood.

* Which may be found at Doctors' Commons.



EXPOSTULATION. 93

Lavifh of life to win an empty tomb,

That proved a mint of wealth, a mine to Rome,

They left their bones beneath unfriendly fkies,

His worthlefs abfolution all the prize.

Thou waft the verieft flave in days of yore,

That ever dragged a chain, or tugged an oar;

Thy monarchs, arbitrary, fierce, unjuft,

Themfelves the flaves of bigotry or luft,

Difdained thy counfels, only in diftrefs

Found thee a goodly fpunge for power to prefs.

Thy chiefs, the lords of many a petty fee,

Provoked and harafTed, in return plagued thee;

Called thee away from peaceable employ,

Domeftic happinefs and rural joy,

To wafte thy life in arms, or lay it down

In caufelefs feuds and bickerings of their own.

Thy parliaments adored on bended knees

The fovereignty, they were convened to pleafe :

Whatever was afked, too timid to reiift,

Complied with, and were gracioufly difmifTed;

And if fome Spartan foul a doubt exprefTed,

And blufhing at the tamenefs of the reft,

Dared to fuppofe the fubject. had a choice,

He was a traitor by the general voice.

Oh Have ! with powers thou didft not dare exert,

Verfe cannot ftoop fo low as thy defert;

It fhakes the fides of fplenetic difdain,

Thou felf-entitled ruler of the main,
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To trace thee to the date when von fair it a,

That clips thy mores, had no fuch charms for thee:

When other nations Hew from coaft to coaft,

And thou hadft neither fleet nor flag to boaft.

Kneel now, and lav thy forehead in the dull:;

Blum if thou canlt; not petrified thou muft;

Act. but an honeft and a faithful part;

Compare what then thou wail with what thou art;

And God's difpofmg providence confeiled,

Obduracv iiielf mull: yield the reft.

—

Then thou art bound to ierve him, and to prove,

Hour after hour, thy gratitude and love.

Has he not hid thee, and thy favoured land,

For a»es fafe beneath his fheltering hand,

Given thee his bleffing on the cleareft proof,

Bid nations leagued againft thee itand aloof,

And charged hoftility and hate to roar,

Where elie they would, but not upon thy more?

His power fecured thee, when prefumptuous Spain

Baptized her fleet invincible in vain;

Her gloomy monarch, doubtful and reiigned,

To every pang, that racks an anxious mind,

Afkcd of the waves, that broke upon his coaft,

What tidings? and the furge replied—All loft!

And when the Stuart leaning on the Scot,

i hen too much feared, and now too much forgot,

Pierced to the very centre of the realm,

And hoped to feize his abdicated helm,
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'Twas but to prove how quickly with a frown,

He that had raifed thee could have plucked thee down.

Peculiar is the grace by thee pofTeiled,

Thy foes implacable, thy land at reft;

Thy thunders travel over earth and feas,

And all at home is pleafure, wealth, and eafe.

'Tis thus, extending his tempeftuous arm,

Thy Maker fills the nations with alarm,

While his own heaven furveys the troubled fcene,

And feels no change, unfhaken and ferene.

Freedom, in other lands fcarce known to fhine,

Pours out a flood of fplcndour upon thine;

Thou haft as bright an intereft in her rays,

As ever Roman had in Rome's beft days.

True freedom is where no reftraint is known,

That fcripture, juftice, and good fenfe difown,

Where only vice and injury are tied,

And all from fhore to fhore is free befide.

Such freedom is—and Windfor's hoary towers

Stood trembling at the boldnefs of thy powers,

That won a nymph on that immortal plain,

Like her the fabled Phoebus wooed in vain:

He found the laurel only—happier you

The unfading laurel and the virgin too* I

* Alluding to the grant of Magna Charta, which was extorted from king

John by the Barons at Runnymede near Windfor.
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Now think, if pleafure have a thought to (pare;

If God himielf be not beneath her care;

If bulinefs, conftant as the wheels of time,

Can paufe an hour to read a ferious rhime;

If the new mail thy merchants now receive,

Or expectation of the next give leave;

Oh think, if chargeable with deep arrears

For fuch indulgence gilding all thy years,

How much, though long neglected, fhining yet

The beams of heavenly truth have fwelled the debt.

When persecuting zeal made royal fport

With tortured innocence in Mary's court,

And Bonner, blithe as fhepherd at a wake,

Enjoyed the mow, and danced about the ftake;

The facred book, its value underftood,

Received the feal of martyrdom in blood.

Thofe holy men, fo full of truth and grace,

Seem to reflection of a different race,

Meek, modefr, venerable, wife, fincere,

In fuch a caufe they could not dare to fear;

They could not purchafe earth with fuch a prize,

Or fpare a life too fhort to reach the fkies.

From them to thee conveyed along the tide,

Their ftreaming hearts poured freely when they dit

Thofe truths, which neither ufe nor years impair,

Invite thee, woo thee, to the blifs they fhare.

What dotage will not vanity maintain?

What web too weak to catch a modern brain?
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The moles and bats in full afTembly find,

On fpecial fearch, the keen-eyed eagle blind.

And did they dream, and art thou wifer now!

Prove it—if better, I fubmit and bow.

"Wifdom and goodnefs are twin-born, one heart

Mult hold both filters, never feen apart.

So then—as darknefs overfpread the deep,

Ere nature rofe from her eternal fleep,

And this delightful earth, and that fair fky,

Leaped out of nothing, called by the Moft High;

By fuch a change thy darknefs is made light,

Thy chaos order, and thy weaknefs might;

And He, whofe power mere nullity obeys,

Who found thee nothing, formed thee for his praife.

To praife him is to ferve him, and fulfil,

Doing and fuffering, his unqueftioned will;

'Tis to believe what men infpired of old,

Faithful, and faithfully informed, unfold;

Candid and jure, with no falfe aim in view,

To take for truth what cannot but be true;

To learn in God's own fchool the Chriftian part,

And bind the tafk afiigned thee to thine heart:

Happy the man there feeking and there found,

Happy the nation where fuch men abound.

How fhall a verfe imprefs thee? by what name

Shall I adjure thee not to court thy fhame?

By theirs, whofe bright example unimpeached

Directs thee to that eminence they reached,

o
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Heroes and worthies of days paft, thy fires?

Or his, who touched their hearts with hallowed fires?

Their names, alas! in vain reproach an age,

Whom all the vanities they {corned engage;

And his, that feraphs tremble at, is hung

Difgracefully on every trifler's tongue,

Or ferves the champion in forenfic war

To flouriffi and parade with at the bar.

Pleafure herfelf perhaps fuggefts a plea,

If intereft move thee, to perfuade even thee;

By every charm, that fmiles upon her face,

By joys pofTefTed, and joys ftill held in chafe,

If dear fociety be worth a thought,

And if the feaft of freedom cloy thee not,

Reflect that thefe, and all that feems thine own,

Held by the tenure of his will alone,

Like angels in the fervice of their Lord,

Remain with thee, or leave thee at his word;

That gratitude and temperance in our ufe

Of what he gives, unfparing and profufe,

Secure the favour, and enhance the joy,

That thanklefs wafte and wild abufe deftroy.

But above all reflect, how cheap foe'er

Thofe rights, that millions envy thee, appear,

And, though refolved to rifk them, and fwim down

The tide of pleafure, heedlefs of his frown,

That bleflings truly facred, and when given

Marked with the fignature and ftamp of heaven,
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The word of prophecy, thofe truths divine,

Which make that heaven, if thou deflre it, thirie,

(Awful alternative! believed, beloved,

Thy glory, and thy fhame, if unimproved)

Are never long vouchfafed, if pufhed afide

With cold difgufl or philoiophic pride;

And that, judicially withdrawn, difgrace,

Error, and darknefs, occupy their place.

A world is up in arms, and thou, a fpot

Not quickly found if negligently fought,

Thy foul as ample as thy bounds are fmall,

Endureft the brunt, and dareft defy them all:

And wilt thou join to this bold enterprize

A bolder flill, a conteft with the fkies?

Remember, if he guard thee and fecure,

Whoever afTails thee, thy fuccefs is fure;

But if he leave thee, though the fkill and power

Of nations, fworn to fpoii thee and devour,

Were all collected in thy fingle arm,

And thou couldft laugh away the fear of harm,

That ftrength would fail, oppofed againft the pufli

And feeble onfet of a pigmy rum.

Say not (and if the thought of fuch defence

Should fpring within thy bofom, drive it thence)

What nation amongft all my foes is free

From crimes as bafe as any charged on me?

Their meafure filled, they too fhall pay the debt

Which God, though long forborn, will not forget.

o 2



100 EXPOSTULATION.

But know that wrath divine, when moft fevere,

Makes juftice ftill the guide of his career,

And will not puuifh, in one mingled crowd,

Them without light, and thee without a cloud.

Mute, hang this harp upon yon aged beech,

Still murmuring with the lblemn truths I teach

;

And while at intervals a cold blaft fings

Through the dry leaves, and pants upon the firings,

My foul lhall figh in fecret, and lament

A nation fcourged, yet tardy to repent.

I know the warning long is fung in vain,

That few will hear and fewer heed the ftrain

;

But if a fweeter voice and one defigned

A bleffing to my country and mankind,

Reclaim the wandering thoufands, and bring home

A flock fo fcattered and fo wont to roam,

Then place it once again between my knees;

The found of truth will then be fure to pleafe:

And truth alone, wherever my life be cau\

In fcenes of plenty or the pining wafte,

ShaU be my chofen theme, my glory to the laft.
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doceas iter, et facra oftea pandas.

Virg. En. 6,

Ask what is human life—the fage replies,

With difappointment lowering in his eyes,

A painful pafTage over a reftlefs flood,

A vain purfuit of fugitive falfe good,

A fcene of fancied blifs and heart-felt care,

Clofing at laft in darknefs and defpair.

The poor, inured to drudgery and diftrefs,

Act without aim, think little, and feel lefs,

And no where, but in feigned Arcadian fcenes,

Tafte happinefs, or know what pleafure means.

Riches are pafled away from hand to hand,

As fortune, vice, or folly may command

;

As in a dance the pair that take the lead

Turn downward, and the loweft pair fucceed,

So (hifting and fo various is the plan,

By which Heaven rules the mixt affairs of man:

YicifTitude wheels round the motley crowd,

The rich grow poor, the poor become purfe-proud

Bufinefs is labour, and man's weaknefs fuch,-

Pleafure is labour too, and tires as much,
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The very fenfe of it foregoes its ufe,

My repetition palled, by age obtufe.

Youth loft in diffipation we deplore,

Through life's fad remnant, what no fighs reftore ?

Our years, a fruitlefs race without a prize,

Too many, yet too few to make us wife.

Dangling his cane about, and taking fnuff,

Lothario cries, What philofophic fluff

—

Oh querulous and weak!—whofe ufelefs brain

Once thought of nothing, and now thinks in vain;

Whole eye reverted weeps over all the paft,

Whofe profpecl: mows thee a difheartening wafte;

Would age in thee refign his wintry reign,

And youth invigorate that frame again,

Renewed defire would grace with other fpeech

Jovs always prized, when placed within our reach.

For lift thy palfied head, make off the gloom,

That overhangs the borders of thy tomb,

See nature gay, as when fhe firft began

With fmiles alluring her admirer man;

She fpreads the morning over eaftern hills,

Earth glitters with the drops the night diftils;

The fun obedient at her call appears,

To fling his glories over the robe fhe wears;

Banks clothed with flowers, groves filled with fprightly founds,

The yellow tilth, green meads, rocks, rifing grounds,

Streams edged with ofiers, fattening every field

Wherever they flow, now feen and now concealed

j
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From the blue rim where fkies and mountains meet,

Down to the very turf beneath thy feet,

Ten thoufand charms, that only fools defpife,

Or pride can look at with indifferent eyes,

All fpeak one language, all with one fvveet voice

Cry to her univerfal realm, Rejoice I

Man feels the fpur of pafllons and delires,

And fhe gives largely more than he requires;

Not that his hours devoted all to care,

Hollow-eyed abftinence and lean defpair,

The wretch may pine, while to his fmell, tafte, fight,

She holds a paradife of rich delight

;

But gently to rebuke his awkward fear,

To prove that what fhe gives, fhe gives flncere,

To banifh hefitation, and proclaim

His happinefs, her dear, her only aim.

'Tis grave philofophy's abfurdefi; dream,

That heaven's intentions are not what they feem,

That only fhadows are difpenfed below,

And earth has no reality but woe.

Thus things terreftrial wear a different hue,

As youth or age perfuades; and neither true:

So Flora's wreath through coloured cryftal feen,

The rofe or lily appears blue or green,

But ftill the imputed tints are thofe alone

The medium reprefents, and not their own.

To rife at noon, fit flipfhod and undreffed,

To read the news, or fiddle, as feems beft,
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Till half the world comes rattling at his door,

To rill the dull vacuity till four;

And, juft when evening turns the blue vault gray,

To fpend two hours in dreffmg for the day;

To make the fun a bauble without ufe,

Save for the fruits his heavenly beams produce;

Quite to forget, or deem it worth no thought,

Who bids him mine, or if he mine or not;

Through mere neceffity to cloie his eyes

]uft when the larks and when the fhepherds rife;

Is fuch a life, fo tedioufly the fame,

So void of all utility or aim,

That poor Jonquil, with almoit every breath

Sighs for his exit, vulgarly called death

:

For he, with all his follies, has a mind

Not yet fo blank, or fafhionably blind,

But now and then, perhaps, a feeble ray

Of diftant wifdom moots acrofs his way,

By which he reads, that life without a plan,

As ufelefs as the moment it began,

Serves merely as a foil for difcontent

To thrive in; an incumbrance, ere half fpent.

Oh wearinefs beyond what afles feel,

That tread the circuit of the cittern wheel;

A dull rotation, never at a flay,

Yeflerday's face twin image of to-day;

While converfation, an exhaufted ftock,

Grows drowfy as the clicking of a clock.

.
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No need, he cries, of gravity fluffed out

With academic dignity devout,

To read wife lectures, vanity the text:

Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next

;

For truth, felf-evident, with pomp imprefted,

Is vanity furpaffing all the reft.

That remedy, not hid in deeps profound,

Yet feldom fought where only to be found,

While paflion turns afide from its due fcope

The inquirer's aim, that remedy is hope.

Life is his gift, from whom whate'er life needs,
With every good and perfect gift proceeds;

Beftowed on man, like all that we partake,

Royally freely, for his bounty fake;

Tranfient indeed, as is the fleeting hour,

And yet the feed of an immortal flower;

Deflgned in honour of his endlefs love,

To fill with fragrance his abode above;

No trifle, howfoever fliort it feem,

And, howfoever fhadowy, no dream;
Its value, what no thought can afcertain,

Nor all an angel's eloquence explain.

Men deal with life as children with their play,

Who firft mifufe, then caft their toys away;
Live to no fober purpofe, and contend
That their Creator had no ferious end.

When God and man fland oppofite in view,

Man's difappointment mufl of courfe enfue.
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The jufl Creator condefcends to write,

In beams of inextinguifhable light,

His names of wifdom, goodnefs, power and love,

On all that blooms below, or mines above;

To catch the wandering notice of mankind,

And teach the world, if not .perverfely blind,

His gracious attributes, and prove the fhare

His offspring hold in his paternal care.

If, led from earthly things to things divine,

His creature thwart not his auguft defign,

Then praife is heard inftead of reafoning pride,

And captious cavil and complaint fubiide.

Nature, employed in her allotted place,

Is hand-maid to the purpofes of grace;

By good vouchfafed makes known fuperior good,

And blifs not (cen by bleffings underftood

:

That blifs, revealed in fcripture, with a glow

Bright as the covenant-enfuring bow,

Fires all his feelings with a noble fcorn

Of fenfual evil, and thus Hope is born.

Hope fets the ftamp of vanity on all,

That men have deemed fubftantid fince the fall,

Yet has the wondrous virtue to educe

From emptinefs itfelf a real ufe;

And while me takes, as at a father's hand,

What health and fober appetite demand,

From fading good derives, with chemic art.

That lafting happinefs, a thankful heart.
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Hope, with uplifted foot fet free from earth,

Pants for the place of her ethereal birth,

On fteady wings fails through the immenfe abyfs,

Plucks amaranthine joys from bowers of blifs,

And crowns the foul, while yet a mourner here,

With wreaths like thofe triumphant fpirits wear.

Hope, as an anchor firm and fure, holds faft

The Chriftian vefTel, and defies the blaft.

Hope! nothing elfe can nourifh and fecure

His new-born virtues, and preferve him pure.

Hope! let the wretch, once confcious of the joy,

Whom now defpairing agonies deftroy,

Speak, for he can, and none fo well as he,

What treafures centre, what delights in thee.

Had he the gems, the fpices, and the land,

That boafts the treafure, all at his command;

The fragrant grove, the ineftimable mine,

Were light, when weighed againfr, one fmile of thine.

Though clafped and cradled in his nurfe's arms,

He fhine with all a cherub's artJefs charms,

Man is the genuine offspring of revolt,

Stubborn and flurdy as a wild afs's colt;

His paffions, like the watery ftores that fleep

Beneath the fmiling furface of the deep,

Wait but the lafhes of a wintry florm,

To frown and roar, and fhake his feeble form.

From infancy through childhood's giddy maze,

Froward at fchool, and fretful in his plays,

p 2
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The puny tyrant burns to fubjugate

The free republic of the whip-gig ftate.

If one, his equal in athletic frame,

Or, more provoking frill, of nobler name,

Dare ftep acrofs his arbitrary views,

An iliad, only not in verfe, enfues:

The little Greeks look trembling at the fcales,

Till the beft tongue, or heavieft hand prevails.

Now fee him launched into the world at large;

If prieft, fupinely droning over his charge,

Their fleece his pillow, and his weekly drawl,

Though fhort, too long, the price he pays for all.

If lawyer, loud whatever caufe he plead,

But proudefl of the worit, if that fucceed.

Perhaps a grave phyfician, gathering fees,

Punctually paid for lengthening out difeafe;

No Cotton, whofe humanity fheds rays,

That make luperior fkill his fecond praife.

If arms engage him, he devotes to fport

His date of life, fo likely to be fhort;

A foldier may be any thing, if brave,.

So may a tradefman, if not quite a knave.

Such fluff the world is made of; and mankind

To paffion, intereft, pleafure, whim, refigned,

Infift on, as if each were his own pope,

Forgivenefs and the privilege of hope.

But conference, in fome awful filent hour,

When captivating lufts have loft their power,
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Perhaps when ficknefs or fome fearful dream,

Reminds him of religion, hated theme!

Starts from the down, on which me lately flept,

And tells of laws defpifed, at leaft not kept:

Shows with a pointing finger but no noife

A pale proceffion of paft finful joys,

All witnefTes of bleffings foully fcorned,

And life abufed, and not to be fuborned,

Mark thefe, fhe fays; thefe fummoned from afar,

Begin their march to meet thee at the bar;

There find a Judge inexorably juft,

And perifh there, as all prefumption mufi:.

Peace be to thofe (fuch peace as earth can give)

Who live in pleafure, dead even while they live;

Born capable indeed of heavenly truth;

But down to later! age, from earlieft youth,

Their mind a wildernefs through want of care r

The plough of wifdom never entering there-

Peace (if infenfibility may claim

A right to the meek honours of her name)

To men of pedigree, their noble race,

Emulous always of the neareft place

To any throne, except the throne of grace.

Let cottagers and unenlightened fwains

Revere the laws they dream that heaven ordains;

Refort on Sundays to the houfe of prayer,

And afk, and fancy they find, bleffings there..
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Themfelves, perhaps, when weary they retreat

To enjoy cool nature in a country feat,

To exchange the centre of a thoufand trades,

For clumps, and lawns, and temples, and cafcades,

May now and then their velvet cufhions take,

And feem to pray for good example fake;

judging, in charity no doubt, the town

Pious enough, and having need of none.

Kind fouls! to teach their tenantry to prize

What they themfelves, without remorfe, defpife:

Nor hope have they, nor fear, of aught to come,

As well for them had prophecy been dumb;

They could have held the conduct they purfue,

Had Paul of Tarfus lived and died a Jew

;

And truth, propofed to reafoners wife as they,

Is a pearl can—completely cafT: away.

They die.—Death lends them, pleafed and as in fport,

All the grim honours of his ghaftly court.

Far other paintings grace the chamber now,

Where late we law the mimic landfcape glow:

The bufy heralds hang the fable fcene

With mournful 'fcutcheons and dim lamps between;

Proclaim their titles to the crowd around,

But they that wore them move not at the found;

The coronet, placed idly at their head,

Adds nothing now to the degraded dead,

And even the ftar that glitters on the bier,

Can only fay—Nobility lies here.
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1

Peace to pll fuch
—

'twere pity to offend

By ufelefs cenfure, whom we cannot mend

;

Life without hope can clofe but in defpair,

'Twas there we found them, and muft leave them there.

As, when two pilgrims in a foreft ftray,

Both may be loft, yet each in his own way;

So fares it with the multitudes beguiled

In vain opinion's wafte and dangerous wild;

Ten thoufand rove the brakes and thorns among.

Some eaftward, and fome weftward, and all wrong.

But here, alas! the fatal difference lies,

Each man's belief is right in his own eyes

;

And he that blames what they have blindly chofe,

Incurs refentment for the love he mows.

Say botanift, within whofe province fall

The cedar and the hyffop on the wall,

Of all that deck the lanes, the fields, the bowers,

What parts the kindred tribes of weeds and flow'rs?

Sweet fcent, or lovely form, or both combined,

Diftinguifh every cultivated kind;

The want of both denotes a meaner breed,

And Chloe from her garland picks the weed.

Thus hopes of every fort, whatever fec~t

Efteem them, low them, rear them, and protect,

If wild in nature, and not duly found,

Gethfemane! in thy dear hallowed ground,

That cannot bear the blaze of fcripture light,

Nor cheer the fpirit, nor refrefh the fight,
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Nor animate the foul to Chriftian deeds,

(Oh caft them from thee!) are weeds, arrant weeds.

Ethelred's houfe, the centre of fix ways,

Diverging each from each, like equal rays,

Himfelf as bountiful as April rains,

Lord paramount of the furrounding plains,

Would give relief of bed and board to none,

But guefis that fought it in the appointed One.

And they might enter at his open door,

Even till his fpacious hall would hold no more.

He fent a fervant forth by every road,

To found his horn and publifh it abroad,

That all might mark—knight, menial, high and low,

An ordinance it concerned them much to know,

If after all fome headftrong hardy lout

Would difobey, though fure to be mut out,

Could he with reafon murmur at his cafe,

Himfelf fole author of his own difgrace?

No! the decree was juft and without flaw;

And he that made, had right to make, the law;

His fovereign power and pleafure unreftrained,

The wrong was his, who wrongfully complained.

Yet half mankind maintain a churlifh ftrife

With him the Donor of eternal life,

Becaufe the deed, by which his love confirms

The largefs he beftows, prefcribes the terms.

Compliance with his will your lot enfures,

Accept it only, and the boon is your's.
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And fure it is as kind to fmile and give,

As with a frown to fay, Do this, and live.

Love is not pedlar's trumpery bought and fold

:

He will give freely, or he will withhold;

His foul abhors a mercenary thought,

And him as deeply who abhors it not;

He ftipulates indeed, but merely this,

That man will freely take an unbought blifs,

Will truft him for a faithful generous part,

Nor fet a price upon a willing heart.

Of all the ways that feem to promife fair,

To place you where his faints his prefence fhare,

This only can; for this plain caufe, expreffed

In terms as plain, himfelf has fhut the reft.

But oh the ftrife, the bickering, and debate,

The tidings of unpurchafed heaven create

!

The flirted fan, the bridle and the tofs,

All fpeakers, yet all language at a lofs.

From ftuccoed walls fmart arguments rebound;

And beaus, adepts in every thing profound,

Die of difdain, or whiftle off the found.

Such is the clamour of rooks, daws, and kites,

The explofion of the levelled tube excites,

Where mouldering abbey -walls overhang the glade,

And oaks coeval fpread a mournful fhade,

The fcreaming nations, hovering in mid air,

Loudly refent the Granger's freedom there,

a
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And feem to warn him never to repeat

His bold intrufion on their dark retreat.

Adieu, Vinofa cries, ere yet he ftps

The purple bumper trembling at his lips,

Adieu to all morality ! if grace

Make works a vain ingredient in the cafe.

The Chriftian hope is—Waiter, draw the cork

—

If I miftake not—Blockhead I with a fork !

—

Without good works, whatever fome may boaft,

Mere folly and delufion—Sir, your toaft.

My firm perfuanon is, at leaf! fometimes,

That heaven will weigh man's virtues and his crimes

With nice attention, in a righteous fcale,

And lave or damn as thefe or thofe prevail.

I plant my foot upon this ground of truft,

And filence every fear with—God is juft.

But if perchance on fome dull drizzling day

A thought intrude that fays, or feems to fay,

If thus the important caufe is to be tried,

Suppofe the beam mould dip on the wrong fide;

I foon recover from thefe needlefs frights,

And God is merciful—fets all to rights.

Thus, between juftice, as my prime fupport,

And mercy, fled to as the laft refort,

I glide and fteal along with heaven in view,

And, pardon me, the bottle ftands with you.

I never will believe, the colonel cries,

The fanguinary fchemes that fome devife,
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Who make the good Creator on their plan

A being of lefs equity than man.

If appetite, or what divines call luft,

Which men comply with, e'en becaufe they mull,

Be puniihed with perdition, who is pure?

Then theirs, no doubt, as well as mine, is fure.

If fentence of eternal pain belong

To every fudden flip and tranfient wrong,

Then heaven enjoins the fallible and frail

An hopelefs tafk, and damns them if they fail.

My creed (whatever fome creed-makers mean

By Athananan nonfenfe, or Nicene)

My creed is, he is fafe that does his beft,

And death's a doom fufficient for the reft.

Right, fays an enfign; and for aught I fee,

Your faith and mine fubftantially agree;

The beft of every man's performance here,

Is to difcharge the duties of his fphere.

A lawyer's dealings fhould be juft and fair,

Honefty mines with great advantage there.

Fatting and prayer fit well upon a prieft,

A decent caution and referve at leaft.

A foldier's beft is courage in the field,

With nothing here that wants to be concealed.

Manly deportment, gallant, eafy, gay;

An hand as liberal as the light of day.

The foldier thus endowed, who never fhrinks,

Nor clofets up his thoughts, whatever he thinks,

Q 2
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Who fcorns to do an injury by ftealth,

Muft go to heaven—and I muft drink his health.

Sir Smug, he cries, (for loweft at the board,

Juft. made fifth chaplain of his patron lord,

His moulders witneifing by many a fhrug

How much his feelings iuffered, fat Sir Smug)

Your office is to winnow falfe from true;

Come, prophet, drink, and tell us, What think you?

Sighing and fmiling as he takes his glafs,

Which they that woo preferment rarely pafs,

Fallible man, the church-bred youth replies,

Is frill found fallible, however wife;

And differing judgments ferve but to declare

That truth lies fomewhere, if we knew but where.

Of all it ever was my lot to read,

Of critics now alive, or long iince dead,

The book of all the world that charmed me moft

Was, well-a-day, the title page was loft;

The writer well remarks, an heart that knows

To take with gratitude what heaven beftows,

With prudence always ready at our call,

To guide our ufe of it, is all in all.

Doubtlefs it is.—To which, of my own ftore,

I fuperadd a few efTentials more;

But thefe, excufe the liberty I take,

I wave juft now, for converfation fake.

Spoke like an oracle, they all exclaim,

And add Right Reverend to Smug's honoured name.
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And yet our lot is given us in a land,

Where bufy arts are never at a nand;

Where fcience points her telefcopic eye,

Familiar with the wonders of the fky;

Where bold inquiry diving out of fight,

Brings many a precious pearl of truth to light;

Where nought eludes the perfevering queft,

That fafhion, tafte, or luxury, fuggeft.

But above all in her own light arrayed,

See mercy's grand apocalypfe difplayed

!

The facred book no longer fuffers wrong,

Bound in the fetters of an unknown tongue;

But fpeaks with plainnefs, art could never mend,

What nmpleft minds can fooneft comprehend.

God gives the word, the preachers throng around,

Live from his lips, and fpread the glorious found:

That found befpeaks falvation on her way,

The trumpet of a life-reftoring day;

'Tis heard where England's eaftern glory mines,

And in the gulphs of her Cornubian mines.

And ftill it fpreads. See Germany fend forth

Her fons* to pour it on the farther! north:

Fired with a zeal peculiar, they defy

The rage and rigour of a polar fky,

And plant fuccefsfully fweet Sharon's rofe

On icy plains, and in eternal fnows.

* The Moravian miflionaries in Greenland. Vide Krantz.
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Oh bleft within the enclofure of your rocks,

Nor herds have ye to boaft, nor bleating flocks;

No fertilizing ftreams your fields divide,

That fhow reverfed the villas on their fide;

No groves have ye; no cheerful found of bird,

Or voice of turtle in your land is heard;

Nor grateful eglantine regales the fmell

Of thofe that walk at evening where ye dwell:

But winter, armed with terrors here unknown,

Sits abiblute on his unfhaken throne;

Piles up his ftores amidft the frozen wafle,

And bids the mountains he has built ftand faft;

BecKons the legions of his ftorms away

From happier fcenes, to make your land a prey;

Proclaims the foil a conqueft he has won,

And fcorns to fhare it with the diftant fun.

—Yet truth is yours, remote, unenvied ifle!

And peace, the genuine offspring of her fmile;

The pride of lettered ignorance, that binds

In chains of error our accomplifhed minds,

That decks, with all the fplendour of the true,

A falfe religion, is unknown to you.

Nature indeed vouchfafes for our delight

The fweet viciffitudes of day and night;

Soft airs and genial moiflure feed and cheer

Field, fruit, and flower, and every creature here;

But brighter beams, than his who fires the fkies,

Have rifen at length on your admiring eyes,
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That fhoot into your darkeft caves the day,

From which our nicer optics turn away.

Here fee the encouragement grace gives to v'lGe,

The dire effect of mercy without price

!

What were they? what fome fools are made by art,

They were by nature, atheifts, head and heart.

The grofs idolatry blind heathens teach

Was too refined for them, beyond their reach.

Not even the glorious fun, though men revere

The monarch moft, that feldom will appear,

And though his beams, that quicken where they mine

May claim fome right to be efteemed divine,

Not e'en the fun, defirable as rare,

Could bend one knee, engage one votary there;

They were, what bafe credulity believes

True Chriftians are, difTemblers, drunkards, thieves.

The full-gorged favage, at his naufeous feaft

Spent half the darknefs, and fnored out the reft,

Was one, whom juftice on an equal plan

Denouncing death upon the fins of man,

Might almofi: have indulged with an efcape,

Chargeable only with an human fhape.

What are they now?—Morality may fpare

Her grave concern, her kind fufpicions there:

The wretch, who once fang wildly, danced and laughed,

And fucked in dizzy madnefs with his draught,

Has wept a filent flood, reverfed his ways,

Is fober, meek, benevolent, and prays,
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Feeds fparingly, communicates his ftorc,

Abhors the craft he boafted of before,

And lie that ftale has learned to fteal no more.

Well fpake the prophet, Let the defert fmg,

Where fprang the thorn, the fpiry fir fhall fpring.

And where unfightly and rank thirties grew,

Shall grow the myrtle and luxuriant yew.

Go now, and with important tone demand

On what foundation virtue is to ftand,

If felf exalting claims be turned adrift,

And grace be grace indeed, and life a gift:

1 he poor reclaimed inhabitant, his eyes

Gliftening at once with pity and furprife,

Amazed that fhadows mould obfcure the fight

Of one, whole birth was in a land of light,

Shall anfvver, Hope, fweet hope, has fet me free,

And made all pleafures elfe mere drofs to me.

Thefe, amidft fcenes as wafte as if denied

The common care that waits on all befide,

Wild as if nature there, void of all good,

Played only gambols in a frantic mood,

(Yet charge not heavenly fkill with having planned

A play-thing world, unworthy of his hand;)

Can fee his love, though fecret evil lurks

In all we touch, flamped plainly on his works;

Deem life a bleffing with its numerous woes,

Nor fpurn away a gift a God beftows.
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Hard tafk indeed over arctic feas to roam!

Is hope exotic? grows it not at home?

Yes, but an object, bright as orient morn,

May prefs the eye too clofely to be borne;

A diftant virtue we can all confefs,

It hurts our pride, and moves our envy, lefs.

Leuconomus (beneath well-founding Greek

I flur a name a poet mult not fpeak)

Stood pilloried on infamy's high ftage,

And bore the pelting fcorn of half an age;

The very butt of flander, and the blot

For every dart that malice ever mot.

The man that mentioned him at once difmifTed

All mercy from his lips, and fneered and huffed;

His crimes were fuch as Sodom never knew,

And perjury flood up to fwear all true;

His aim was mifchief, and his zeal pretence,

His fpeech rebellion againft common fenfe;

A knave when tried on honefty's plain rule,

And when by that of reafon a mere fool;

The world's beft comfort was, his doom was paffed;

Die when he might, he muft be damned at laft.

Now truth perform thine office; waft afide

The curtain drawn by prejudice and pride,

Reveal (the man is dead) to wandering eyes

This more than monfter in his proper guife.

He loved the world that hated him: the tear

That dropped upon his Bible was nncere:

R
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Availed by fcandal and the tongue of ftrife,

His only anfwer was, a blamelefs life;

And he that forged, and he that threw the dart,

Had each a brother's intereft in his heart.

Paul's love of Chrift, and fteadinefs unbribed,

Were copied clofe in him, and well tranfcribed.

He followed Paul ; his zeal a kindred flame,

His apoftolic charity the fame.

Like him, croffed chearfully tempeftuous feas,

Forfaking country, kindred, friends, and eafe;

Like him he laboured, and like him content

To bear it, fuffered fhame where'er he went.

Blufh calumny! and write upon his tomb,

If honeft eulogy can fpare thee room,

Thv deep repentance of thy thoufand lies,

Which aimed at him, have pierced the offended fkies;

And fay, Blot out my fin, confefTed, deplored,

Againft thine image in thy faint, oh Lord!

No blinder bigot, I maintain it ftill,

Than he who muft have pleafure, come what will:

He laughs, whatever weapon truth may draw,

And deems her fharp artillery mere ftraw.

Scripture indeed is plain; but God and he

On fcripture-ground are fure to difagree;

Some wifer rule muft teach him how to live,

Than this his maker has feen fit to give;

Supple and flexible as Indian cane,

To take the bend his appetites ordain;
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Contrived to fuit frail nature's crazy cafe.

And reconcile his lufts with faving grace.

By this, with nice precilion of defign,

He draws upon life's map a zig-zag line,

That fhows how far 'tis fafe to follow fin,

And where his danger and God's wrath begin.

By this he forms, as pleafed he fports along,

His well poifed eftimate of right and wrong

;

And finds the modifh manners of the day,

Though loofe, as harmlefs as an infant's play.

Build by whatever plan caprice decrees,

With what materials, on what ground you pleafe;

Your hope fhall fland unblamed, perhaps admired,

If not that hope the fcripture has required,

The ftrange conceits, vain projects, and wild dreams,

With which hypocrify for ever teems,

(Though other follies ftrike the public eye,

And raife a laugh) pals unmolefted by;

But if, unblameable in word or thought,

A man arife, a man whom God has taught,

With all Elijah's dignity of tone,

And all the love of the beloved John,

To ftorm the citadels they build in air,

And fmite the untempered wall; 'tis death to fpare.

To fweep away all refuges of lies,
]

And place, inftead of quirks themfelves devife, \

Lama sabacthani, before their eyes;
J

r 2
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To prove that without Chrift all gain is lofs,

All hope defpair, that ftands not on his crofs;

Except the few his God may have imprefTed,

A tenfold frenzy feizes all the reft.

Throughout mankind, the Chriilian kind at leaft\

There dwells a confcioufnefs in every breaft,

That folly ends where genuine hope begins,

And he that finds his heaven muft lofe his fins.

Nature oppofes with her utmoft force,

This riving ftroke, this ultimate divorce;

And while relision feems to be her view;

Hates with a deep fincerity the true:

For this, of all that ever influenced man,

Since Abel worfhipped or the world began,

This only fpares no luft, admits no plea,

But makes him, if at all, completely free;

Sounds forth the fignal, as fhe mounts her car,

Of an eternal, univerfal war;

Rejects all treaty, penetrates all wiles,

Scorns with the fame indifference frowns and fmiles;

Drives through the realms of fin, where riot reels,

And grinds his crown beneath her burning wheels I

Hence all that is in man, pride, pafTion, art,

Powers of the mind, and feelings of the heart,

Infenfible of truth's almighty charms,

Starts at her firft approach, and founds to arms!

While bigotry, with well diffembled fears,

His eyes fhut faft, his fingers in his ears,
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Mighty to parry and pufh by God's word

With fenfelefs noife, his argument the fword,

Pretends a zeal for godlinefs and grace,

And fpits abhorrence in the Chriftian's face.

Parent of hope, immortal truth ! make known

Thy deathlefs wreaths, and triumphs all thine own:

The filent progrefs of thy power is fuch,

Thy means fo feeble, and defpifed fo much,

That few believe the wonders thou haft wrought,

And none can teach them but whom thou haft taught.

Oh fee me fworn to ferve thee, and command

A painter's fkill into a poet's hand,

That while I trembling trace a work divine, 1

Fancy may ftand aloof from the defign, )>

And light, and made, and every ftroke be thine.

If ever thou haft felt another's pain,

If ever when he fighed haft ftghed again,

If ever on thy eye-lid ftood the tear,

That pity had engendered, drop one here.

This man was happy—had the world's good word,

And with it every joy it can afford;

Friendfhip and love feemed tenderly at ftrife,

Which moft fhould fweeten his untroubled life;.

Politely learned, and of a gentle race,

Good-breeding and good fenfe gave all a grace,

And whether at the toilette of the fair

He laughed and trifled, made him welcome there?
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Or if in mafculine debate he fhared,

Enfured him mute attention and regard.

Alas how changed! ExprerTive of his mind,

His eyes are funk, arms folded, head reclined;

Thofe awful lyllables, hell, death, and fin,

Though whifpered, plainly tell what works within;

That confcience there performs her proper part,

And writes a doomfday fentence on his heart;

Forfakinor and forfaken of all friends,

He now perceives where earthly pleafure ends;

Hard talk ! for one who lately knew no care,

And harder ftill as learnt beneath defpair;

His hours no longer pafs unmarked away,

A dark importance faddens every day;

He hears the notice of the clock, perplexed,

And cries, perhaps eternity ftrikes next;

Sweet mufic is no longer mufic here.

And laughter founds like madnefs in his ear:

His grief the world of all her power difarms,

Wine has no tafte, and beauty has no charms:

God's holy word, once trivial in his view,

Now by the voice of his experience true,

Seems, as it is, the fountain whence alone

Muft fpring that hope he pants to make his own.

Now let the bright reverfe be known abroad;

Say man's a worm, and power belongs to God.

As when a felon, whom his country's laws

Have juftly doomed for fome atrocious caufe,
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Experts in darknefs and heart-chilling fears,

The fhameful clofe of all his mifpent years;

If chance, on heavy pinions flowly borne,

A tempeft ufher in the dreaded morn,

Upon his dungeon walls the lightning play,

The thunder feems to liimmon him away,

The warder at the door his key applies,

Shoots back the bolt, and all his courage dies:

If then, juft then, all thoughts of mercy loft,

When hope, long lingering, at laft yields the ghoft,

The found of pardon pierce his ftartled ear,

He drops at once his fetters and his fear;

A tranfport glows in all he looks and fpeaks,

And the firft thankful tears bedew his cheeks.

Joy, far fuperior joy, that much outweighs

The comfort of a few poor added days,

Invades, pofTefTes, and o'erwhelms the foul

Of him, whom hope has with a touch made whole,

'Tis heaven, all heaven defcending on the wings

Of the glad legions of the king of kings;

'Tis more—'tis God diffufed through every part,

Tis God himfelf triumphant in his heart.

Oh welcome now the fun's once hated light,

His noon-day beams were never half fo bright.

Not kindred minds alone are called to employ

Their hours, their days, in liftening to his joy;

Unconfcioas nature, all that he furveys,

Rocks, groves, and ftreams, muft join him in his praife.
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Thefe are thy glorious works, eternal truth,

The feoff of withered age and beardlefs youth

;

Thefe move the cenfure and illiberal grin

Of fools, that hate thee and delight in fin

:

But thefe mall laft when night has quenched the pole,

And heaven is all departed as a fcroll.

And when, as juftice has long fince decreed,

This earth mall blaze, and a new world fucceed,

Then thefe thy glorious works, and they who ihare

That hope, which can alone exclude defpair,

Shall live exempt from weaknefs and decay,

The brighten wonders of an endlefs day.

Happy the bard, (if that fair name belong

To him, that blends no fable with his fong)

Whole lines uniting, by an honeft art,

The faithful monitors and poet's part,

Seek to delight, that they may mend mankind,

And while they captivate, inform the mind:

Still happier, if he till a thankful foil,

And fruit reward his honourable toil

:

But happier far, who comfort thofe, that wait

To hear plain truth at Judah's hallowed gate:

Their language fimple, as their manners meek,

No mining ornaments have they to feek;

Nor labour they, nor time nor talents wafte,

In forting flowers to luit a fickle tafte;

But while they fpeak the wifdom of the ikies,

Which art can only darken and difguife,

The abundant harveft, recompenfe divine,

Repays their work—the gleaning only mine.
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Quo nihil majus meliufve terris

Fata donavere, bonique divi

:

Nee dabunt, qtlamvis redeant in aurum

Tempora prifcura.

Hok. Lib. IV. Ode 2.

Fairest and foremoft of the train, that wait

On man's moft dignified and happieft ftate,

Whether we name thee Charity or love,

Chief grace below, and all in all above,

Profper (I prefs thee with a powerful plea)

A tafk I venture on, impelled by thee:

Oh never feen but in thy bleft effects,

Or felt but in the foul that heaven felects;

Who feeks to praife thee, and to make thee known

To other hearts, muft have thee in his own.

Come, prompt me with benevolent defires,

Teach me to kindle at thy gentle fires,

And though difgraced and flighted, to redeem

A poet's name, by making thee the theme.

God, working ever on a focial plan,

By various ties attaches man to man:

He made at firft, though free and unconfined,

One man the common father of the kind;
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That every tribe, though placed as he fees beft,

Where feas or defarts part them from the reft,

Differing in language, manners, or in face,

Might feel themfelves allied to all the race.^

When Cook—lamented, and with tears as juft

As ever mingled with heroic duft,

Steered Britain's oak into a world unknown,

And in his country's glory fought his own,

Wherever he found man, to nature true,

The rights of man were facred in his view;

He foothed with gifts, and greeted with a fmile,

The fimple native of the new-found ifle;

He fpurned the wretch, that flighted or withftoodt

The tender argument of kindred blood,

Nor would endure that any fhould controul

His free-born brethren of the fouthern pole.

But though fome nobler minds a law refpea,

That none (hall with impunity neglect,

In bafer fouls unnumbered evils meet,

To thwart its influence, and its end defeat.

While Cook is loved for favage lives he faved,

See Cortez odious for a world enflaved!

Where waft thou then, fweet Charity? where then,

Thou tutelary friend of helplefs men?

Waft thou in monkifh cells and nunneries found,

Or building hofpitals on Englifh ground?

No.—Mammon makes the world his legatee

Through fear, not love; and heaven abhors the fee.
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Wherever found, (and all men need thy care)

Nor age nor infancy could find thee there.

The hand, that flew till it could flay no more,

Was glued to the fword-hilt with Indian gore.

Their prince, as juftly feated on his throne

As vain imperial Philip on his own,

Tricked out of all his royalty by art,

That ftripped him bare, and broke his honeft heart,

Died by the fentence of a fhaven prieft,

For fcorning what they taught him to deteft.

How dark the veil, that intercepts the blaze

Of heaven's myfterious purpofes and ways;

God ftood not, though he feemed to ftand, aloof;

And at this hour the conqueror feels the proof:

The wreath he won drew down an inftant curfe,

The fretting plague is in the public purfe,

The cankered fpoil corrodes the pining ftate,

Starved by that indolence their mines create.

Oh could their ancient Incas rife again,

How would they take up Ifrael's taunting ftrain!

Art thou too fallen Iberia? Do we fee

The robber and the murderer weak as we?

Thou, that haft wafted earth, and dared defpife

Alike the wrath and mercy of the fkies,

Thy pomp is in the grave, thy glory laid

Low in the pits thine avarice has made.

We come with joy from our eternal reft,

To fee the oppreflor in his turn oppreffed.^
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Art thou the god, the thunder of whofe hand

Rolled over all our defolated land,

Shook principalities and kingdoms down,

And made the mountains tremble at his frown?

The fword fhall light upon thy boafted powers,

And wafte them, as thy fword has wafted ours.

'Tis thus Omnipotence his law fulfils,

And vengeance executes what juftice wills.

Ao;ain—the band of commerce was deligned.

To affociate all the branches of mankind

;

And if a boundlefs plenty be the robe,

Trade is the golden girdle of the globe.

Wife to promote whatever end he means,

God opens fruitful nature's various fcenes:

Each climate needs what other climes produce,

And offers fomething to the general ufe;

No land but liftens to the common call,

And in return receives fupply from all.

This genial intercourfe, and mutual aid,

Cheers what wrere elfe an univerfal fhade,

Calls nature from her ivy-mantled den,

And foftens human rock-work into men.

Ingenious Art, with her expreffive face,

Steps forth to fafhion and refine the race;

Not only fills neceffity's demand,

But overcharges her capacious hand

:

Capricious tafte itfelf can crave no more,

Than fhe fupplies from her abounding ftorer
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She ftrikes out all that luxury can afk,

And gains new vigour at her endlefs tafk.

Her's is the fpacious arch, the fhapely fpire,

The painter's pencil, and the poet's lyre;

From her the canvafs borrows light and made,

And verfe, more lafting, hues that never fade.

She guides the finger over the dancing kevs,

Gives difficulty all the grace of eafe,

And pours a torrent of fweet notes around,

Fan: as the thirfting ear can drink the found.

Thefe are the gifts of art, and art thrives moft

Where commerce has enriched the bufy coaft

;

He catches all improvements in his flight,

Spreads foreign wonders in his country's fight,

Imports what others have invented well,

And ftirs his own to match them, or exceL
!

Tis thus reciprocating, each with each,

Alternately the nations learn and teach;

While providence enjoins to every foul

An union with the vaft terraqueous whole.

Heaven fpeed the canvafs, gallantly unfurled

To furnifh and accommodate a world,

To give the pole the produce cf the fun,

And knit the unfocial climates into one.

—

Soft airs and gentle heavings of the wave

Impel the fleet whofe errand is to fave,

To fuccour wafted regions, and replace

The fmile of opulence in forrow's face.

—
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Let nothing adverfe, nothing unforefeen,

Impede the bark that plows the deep ferene,

Charged with a freight tranfcending in its worth

The gems of India, nature's rareft birth,

That flies, like Gabriel on his Lord's commands,

An herald of God's love to pagan lands.

But ah ! what with can profper, or what prayer,

For merchants rich in cargoes of defpair,

Who drive a loathfome traffic, gage, and fpan,

And buy the mufcles and the bones of man?

The tender ties of father, hufband, friend,

All bonds of nature in that moment end;

And each endures, while yet he draws his breath,

A ftroke as fatal as the feythe of death.

The fable warrior, frantic with regret

Of her he loves, and never can forget,

Lofes in tears the far receding more,

But not the thought that they muft meet no more

}

Deprived of her and freedom at a blow,

What has he left that he can yet forego?

Yes, to deep fadnefs fullenly refigned,

He feels his bodv's bondage in his mind;

Puts off his generous nature; and, to fait

His manners with his fate, puts on the brute.

Oh moft degrading of all ills, that wait

On man, a mourner in his beft eftatel

All other forrows virtue mav endure,

And find lubmiilion more than half a cure

;
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Grief is itfelf a medicine, and beftowed

To improve the fortitude that bears the load,

To teach the wanderer, as his woes increafe,

The path of wifdom, all whofe paths are peace;

But flavery!—virtue dreads it as her grave:

Patience itfelf is meannefs in a nave;

Or if the will and fovereignty of God
Bid fuffer it awhile, and kifs the rod,

Wait for the dawning of a brighter day,

And fnap the chain the moment when you may.

Nature imprints upon whatever we fee,

That has a heart and life in it, Be free;

The beans are chartered—neither age nor force

Can quell the love of freedom in a horfe:

He breaks the cord, that held him at the rack;

And, confcious of an unincumbered back,

Snuffs up the morning air, forgets the rein,

Loofe fly his forelock and his ample mane;

Refponfive to the diftant neigh he neighs;

Nor flops, till overleaping all delays,

He finds the pafmre where his fellows graze.

Canft thou, and honoured with a Chriftian name,

Buy what is woman-born, and feel no fhame;

Trade in the blood of innocence, and plead

Expedience as a warrant for the deed?

So may the wolf, whom famine has made bold

To quit the forefl and invade the fold:
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So may the ruffian, who with ghoftly glide,

DaCTo-er in hand, fteals clofe to your bedfide;

Not he, but his emergence forced the door,

He found it inconvenient to be poor.

Has God then given its fweetnefs to the cane,

Unlefs his laws be trampled on—in vain?

Built a brave world, which cannot yet fubfiit,

Unlefs his right to rule it be -difmiffed?

Impudent blafphemy! So folly pleads,

And., avarice being judge, with eafe fucceeds.

But grant the plea, and let it ftand for juft,

That man make man his prey, becaufe he mufti

Still there is room for pity to abate,

And footh the forrows of fo fad a flate.

A Briton knows, or if he knows it not,

The fcripture placed within his reach, he ought,

That fouls have no difcriminating hue,

Alike important in their Maker's view;

That none are free from blemifh fince the fall,

And love divine has paid one price for all.

The wretch, that works and weeps without relief,

Has one that notices his filent grief.

He, from whofe hands alone all power proceeds,

Ranks its abufe among the fouleft deeds,

Conficlers all injustice with a frown;

But marks the man that treads his fellow down.

Begone, the whip and bell in that hard hand

Are hateful enfigns of ufurped command.
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Not Mexico could purchafe kings a claim

To fcourge him, wearinefs his only blame.

Remember, heaven has an avenging rod,

To fmite the poor is treafon againft God.

Trouble is grudgingly and hardly brooked.

While life's fublimeft joys are overlooked:

We wander over a fun-burnt thirfty foil,

Murmuring and weary of our daily toil,

Forget to enjoy the palm-tree's offered fhade,

Or tafte the fountain in the neighbouring glade:

Elfe who would lofe, that had the power to improve,

The occafion of tranfmuting fear to love?

Oh 'tis a godlike privilege to fave,

And he that fcorns it is himfelf a flave.

Inform his mind; one flam of heavenly"clay

Would heal his heart, and melt his chains away.

•' Beauty for aflies" is a gift indeed,

And flaves, by truth enlarged, are doubly freed.

Then would he fay, fubmiflive at thy feet,

While gratitude and love made fervice fweet,

My dear deliverer out of hopelefs night,

Whofe bounty bought me but to give me light,

I was a bondman on my native plain,

Sin forged, and ignorance made faft, the chain;

Thy lips have fhed inftrucliion, as the dew,

Taught me what path to fhun and what purfue;

Farewell my former joys ! I figh no more

For Africa's once loved, benighted fhore;
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Serving a benefactor I am free,

At my beil home if not exiled from thee.

Some men make gain a fountain, whence proceeds

A ftream of liberal and heroic deeds;

The fwell of pity, not to be confined

Within the fcanty limits of the mind,

Difdains the bank, and throws the golden lands,

A rich depofit on the bordering lands:

Thefe have an ear for his paternal call,

Who makes fome rich for the fupply of all;

God's gift with pleafure in his praife employ,

And Thornton is familiar with the joy.

Oh could I vvorfhip aught beneath the Ikies,

That earth hath feen, or fancy can devife,

Thine altar, facred liberty, fhould ftand,

Built by no mercenary vulgar hand,

With fragrant turf, and flowers as wild and fair

As ever drefTed a bank, or fcented fummer air,

Duly, as ever on the mountain's height

The peep of morning fhed a dawning light,

Again, when evening in her fober veft

Drew the gray curtain of the fading weft,

My foul fhould yield thee willing thanks and praife,.

For the chief bleffings of my faireft days

:

But that were facrilege—praife is not thine,

But his who gave thee, and preferves thee mine :.

Elfe I would fay, and as I fpake bid fly

A captive bird into the boundlefs fky,
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This triple realm adores thee—thou art come

From Sparta hither, and art here at home.

We feel thy force ftili active, at this hour

Enjoy immunity from prieftly power,

"While confcience, happier than in ancient years,

Owns no fuperior but the God the fears.

Propitious fpirit! yet expunge a wrong

Thy rights have fuffered, and our land, too long.

Teach mercy to ten thoufand hearts, that fhare

The fears and hopes of a commercial care.

Prifons expect the wicked, and were built

To bind the lawlefs, and to punifh guilt;

But fhipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, and flood,

Are mighty mifchiefs, not to be withftood;

And honeft merit ftands on flippery ground,

Where covert guile and artifice abound.

Let jufl reftraint, for public peace defigned,

Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind;

The foe of virtue has no claim to thee,

But let infolvent innocence go free.

Patron of elfe the mofT: defpifed of men,

Accept the tribute of a Granger's pen

;

Verfe, like the laurel, its immortal meed,

Should be the guerdon of a noble deed;

1 may alarm thee, but I fear the fhame

(Charity chofen as my theme and aim)

I mull incur, forgetting Howard's name.

t 2
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Blerr. with all wealth can give thee, to refign

joys doubly fweet to feelings quick as thine,

To quit the blifs thv rural icenes bellow,

To feek a nobler amidil fcenes of woe,

To traverfe feas, range kingdoms, and bring home,

Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome,

But knowledge fuch as only dungeons teach,

And only fympathy like thine could reach;

That grief, fequeftered from the public ftage,

Might fmooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage;.

Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal,

The boldeft patriot might be proud to feel.

Oh that the voice of clamour and debate,

That pleads for peace till it difturbs the ftate,

Were hufhed in favour of thy generous plea,

The poor thy clients, and heaven's fmile thy fee!

Philoibphv, that does not dream or ftray,

Walks arm in arm with nature all his way;

Companies earth, dives into it, afcends

Whatever fteep inquiry recommends,

Sees planetary wonders fmoothly roll

Round other i'vftems under her control,

Drinks wifdom at the milky itream of light T

That cheers the filent journey of the night,

And brings at his return a bofom charged

With rich innru&ion, and a foul enlarged.

The treaiured fweets of the capacious plan,

That heaven fpreads wide before the view of man,
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All prompt bis pleafed purfuit, and to purfue

Still prompt him, with a pleafure always new;

He too has a connecting power, and draws

Man to the centre of the common caufe,

Aiding a dubious and deficient fight

With a new medium and a purer light.

All truth is precious, if not all divine;

And what dilates the powers mull needs refine.

He reads the Ikies, and watching every change,

Provides the faculties an ampler range;

And wins mankind, as bis attempts prevail,

A prouder llation on the general fcale.

But reafon flill, unlefs divinely taught,

Whate'er fhe learns, learns nothing as fhe ought;

The lamp of revelation only fhows,

What human wifdom cannot but oppofe,

That man, in nature's richefl mantle clad,

And graced with all philofophy can add,

Though fair without, and luminous within,

Is ftill the progeny and heir of fin.

Thus taught, down falls the plumage of his pride

;

He feels his need of an unerring guide,

And knows that falling he fhall rife no more,

Unlefs the power that bade him Hand reftore.

This is indeed philofophy; this known

Makes wifdom worthy of the name, his ownj

And without this, whatever he difcufs;

Whether the fpace between the liars and us,
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Whether he meafure earth, compute the Tea,

Weigh funbcams, carve a fly, or fpit a flea,

The folemn trifler with his boafted fkill

Toils much, and is a folemn trifler ftill:

Blind was he born, and his mifguidcd eyes

Grown dim in trifling ftudies, blind he dies.

Self-knowledge truly learned of courfe implies

The rich pofTeffion of a nobler prize

;

For felf to fell", and God to man revealed,

(Two themes to nature's eye for ever fealed)

Are taught by rays, that fly with equal pace

From the fame centre of enlightening grace.

Here flay thy foot; how copious and how clear,

The over-flowing well of Charity fprings here!

Hark ! 'tis the mufic of a thoufand rills,

Some thro' the groves, fome down the Hoping hills,

Winding a fecret or an open courfe,

And all fupplied from an eternal fource.

The ties of nature do but feebly bind,

And commerce partially reclaims mankind;

Philofophv, without his heavenly guide,

Mav blow up felf-conceit, and nourifh pride;

But, while his province is the reafoning part,

Has ftill a veil of midnight on his heart:

Tis truth divine, exhibited on earth,

Gives Charity her being and her birth.

Suppofe (when thought is warm, and fancy flows,

What will not argument fometimes fuppofe?)
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An ifle pofTefTed by creatures of our kind.

Endued with reafon, yet by nature blind.

Let fuppofition lend her aid once more,

And land Tome grave optician on the more:

He claps his lens, if haply they may fee,

Clofe to the part where virion ought to be;

But finds that though his tubes affift the fight,

They cannot give it, or make darknefs light.

He reads wife lectures, and defcribes aloud

A fenfe they know not, to the wondering crowd;

He talks of light, and the prifmatic hues,

As men of depth in erudition ufe;

But all he gains for his harangue is—Well,

What monftrous lies fome travellers will tell!

The foul, whofe fight all-quickening grace renews,.

Takes the refemblance of the good fhe views,

As diamonds, ftript of their opaque difguife r

RenecT: the noon-day glory of the fkies.

She fpeaks of him, her author, guardian, friend,

Whofe love knew no beginning, knows no end,

In language warm as all that love infpires,

And in the glow of her intenfe defires,

Pants to communicate her noble fires.

She fees a world nark blind to what employs

Her eager thought, and feeds her flowing joys;

Though wifdom hail them, heedlefs of her call,

Flies to fave fome, and feels a pang for all

:
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Herfelf as weak as her fupport is ftrong,

She feels that frailty fhe denied lb long;

And, from a knowledge of her own difeafe,

Learns to compaffionate the fick fhe fees.

Here fee, acquitted of all vain pretence,

The reign of genuine Charity commence.

Though fcorn repay her fympathetic tears,

She ftill is kind, and ftill fhe perfeveres;

The truth fhe loves a fightlefs world blafpheme,

Tis childifh dotage, a delirious dream,

The danger they difcern not they deny;

Laugh at their only remedy, and die.

But ftill a foul thus touched can never ceafe,

Whoever threatens war, to fpeak of peace,

Pure in her aim, and in her temper mild,

Her wifdom feems the weaknefs of a child:

She makes excufes where fhe might condemn,

Reviled by thofe that hate her, prays for them;

Sufpicion lurks not in her artlefs breaft,

The worft fuggefted; fhe believes the beft;

Not foon provoked, however flung and teafed,

And, if perhaps made angry, foon appeafed;

She rather waves than will difpute her right,

And injured makes forgivenefs her delight.

Such was the portrait an apoftle drew,

The bright original was one he knew; >

Heaven held his hand, the likenefs muft be true.
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When one, that holds communion with the ikies,

Has filled his urn where thefe pure waters rife,

And once more mingles with us meaner things,

"lis even as if an angel fhook his wings;

Immortal fragrance fills the circuit wide,

That tells us whence his treafures are fupplied.

So when a fhip well freighted with the ftores,

The fun matures on India's fpicy fhores,

Has dropped her anchor and her canvafs furled

In fome fafe haven of our wefiern world,

'Twere vain enquiry to what port fhe went,

The gale informs us, laden with the fcent.

Some feek, when queafy confcience has its qualms,

To lull the painful malady with alms;

But charity not feigned intends alone

Another's good—their's centres in their own;

And too fhort lived to reach the realms of peace,

Muft ceafe for ever when the poor fhall ceafe.

Flavia, mod tender of her own good name,

Is rather carelefs of her filter's fame

:

Her fuperfluity the poor fupplies,

But, if fhe touch a character, it dies.

The feeming virtue weighed againft the vice,

She deems all fafe, for fhe has paid the price:

No charity but alms aught values fhe,

Except in porcelain on her mantle-tree.

How many deeds, with which the world has rung,

From pride, in league with ignorance, have fprungl

u
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But God o'errules all human follies ftill,

And bends the tough materials to his will.

A conflagration, or a wintry flood,

Has left lome hundreds without home or food;

Extravagance and avarice fhall fublcribe,

While fame and felf-complacence are the bribe.

The brief proclaimed, it vifits every pew,.

But firft the fquire's, a compliment but due:

With flow deliberation he unties

His glittering purfe, that envy of all eyes,

And, while the clerk juft puzzles out the pfalm,

Slides guinea behind guinea in his palm;

Till finding, what he might have found before*

A fmaller piece amidft the precious ftore,

Pinched clofe between his finger and his thumb,

He half exhibits, and then drops the fum.

Gold to be fure!—Throughout the town 'tis told

How the good fquire gives never lefs than gold.

From motives fuch as his, though not the beft,

Springs in due time fupply for the diftreflfed;

Not lefs effectual than what love beftows,

Except that office clips it as it goes.

But left I feem to fin againft a friend,

And wound the grace I mean to recommend,

(Though vice derided with a juft defign

Implies no trefpafs againft love divine,)

Once more I would adopt the graver ftyle,

A teacher fhould be fparing of his fmile.
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Unlefs a love of virtue light the flame,

Satire is, more than thofe he brands, to blame;

He hides behind a magisterial air

His own offences, and ftrips others bare;

Affects indeed a moft humane concern,

That men, if gently tutored, will not learn;

That mulifh folly not to be reclaimed

By fofter methods, muft be made afhamed;

But (I might inftance in St. Patrick's dean)

Too often rails to gratify his fpleen.

Mofl fatirifts are indeed a public fcourge;

Their mildeft phytic is a farrier's purge;

Their acrid temper turns, as foon as ftirred,

The milk of their good purpofe all to curd.

Their zeal begotten, as their works rehearfe,

By lean defpair upon an empty purfe,

The wild affaflins ftart into the ftreet,

Prepared to poignard whomfoever they meet.

No fkill in fwordmanfhip, however juft,

Can be fecure again ft a madman's thruft;

And even virtue fo unfairly matched,

Although immortal, may be pricked or fcratched.

When fcandal has new minted an old lie,

Or taxed invention for a frefh fupply,

'Tis called a fatire, and the world appears

Gathering around it with erected ears:

A thoufand names are tofTed into the crowd;

Some whifpered foftly, and fome twanged aloud;

u 2



148 CHARITY.

]uft as the fapience of an author's brain

Suggefts it fafe or dangerous to be plain.

Strange! how the frequent interjected dafh

Quickens a market, and helps off the train;

The important letters, that include the reft,

Serve as a key to thofe that are fupprefied

;

Conjecture gripes the victims in his paw,

The world is charmed, and Scrib efcapes the law.

So, when the cold damp fhades of night prevail,

Worms may be caught by either head or tail;

Forcibly drawn from many a clofe recefs,

They meet with little pity, no redrefs;

Plunged in the ftream they lodge upon the mud,

Food for the famifhed rovers of the flood.

All zeal for a reform, that gives offence

To peace and charity, is mere pretence:

A bold remark, but which if well applied,

Would humble many a towering poet's pride.

Perhaps the man was in a fportive fit,

And had no other play-place for his wit;

Perhaps, enchanted with the love of fame,

He fought the jewel in his neighbour's fhame;

Perhaps—whatever end he might purfue,

The caufe of virtue could not be his view.

At every hroke wit flames in our eyes;

The turns are quick, the polifhed points furprife,

But fhine with cruel and tremendous charms,

That while they pleafe poflefs us with alarms:
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So have I feen, (and battened to the fight

On all the wings of holiday delight)

Where Hands that monument of ancient power,

Named with emphatic dignity, the tower,

Guns, halberts, fwords, and piftols, great and fmall,

In ftarry forms difpofed upon the wall;

We wonder, as we gazing ftand below,

That brafs and fteel ihould make fo fine a fhow;

But though we praife the exact defigner's fkill,

Account them implements of mifchief ftill.

No work fhall find acceptance in that day,

When all difguifes fhall be rent away,

That fquare not truly with the fcripture plan,

Nor fpring from love to God, or love to man.

As he ordains things fordid in their birth

To be refolved into their parent earth;

And, though the foul fhall feek fuperior orbs,

Whate'er this world produces, it abforbs;

So felf ftarts nothing, but what tends apace

Home to the goal, where it began the race.

Such as our motive is our aim muft be,

If this be fervile, that can ne'er be free:

If felf employ us, whatfoe'er is wrought,

We glorify that felf, not him we ought;

Such virtues had need prove their own reward,

The judge of all men owes them no regard.

True charity, a plant divinely nurfed,

Fed by the love, from which it rofe at firft,
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Thrives againft hope and in the rudeft fcene,

Storms but enliven its unfading green;

Exuberant is the fhadow it fupplies,

Its fruits on earth, its growth above the ikies.

To look at him, who formed us and redeemed,

So glorious now, though once fo difefteemed,

To fee a God fixetch forth his human hand,

To uphold the boundlefs fcenes of his command;

To recollect that in a form like our's,

He bruifed beneath his feet the infernal powers,

Captivity led captive, rofe to claim

The wreath he won fo dearly in our name;

That throned above all height he condefcends

To call the few that truft in him his friends;

That in the heaven of heavens, that fpace he deems

Too fcanty for the exertion of his beams,

And fhines, as if impatient to beftow

Life and a kingdom upon worms below;

That fight imparts a never-dying flame,

Though feeble in degree, in kind the fame.

Like him the foul thus kindled from above

Spreads wide her arms of univerfal love;

And ftill enlarged as fhe receives the grace,

Includes creation in her clofe embrace.

Behold a Chrhtian!—and without the fires

The founder of that name alone infpires,

Though all accomplifhment, all knowledge meet,

To make the fhining prodigy complete, >•

Whoever boafis that name—behold a cheat! j
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Were love, in thefe the world's laft doting years,

As frequent as the want of it appears,

The churches warmed, they would no longer hold

Such frozen figures, ft iff as they are cold;

Relenting forms would Jofe their power, or ceale;

And even the dipt and fprinkled live in peace:

Each heart would quit its prifon in the breaft,

And flow in free communion with the reft.

The ftatefman, fkilled in projects dark and deep,

Might burn his ufelefs Machiavel, and fleep;

His budget often filled, yet always poor,

Might fwing at eafe behind his ftudy door,

No longer prey upon our annual rents,

Or fcare the nation with its big contents:

Difbanded legions freely might depart,

And flaying man would ceafe to be an art.

No learned difputants would take the field,

Sure not to conquer, and fure not to yield;

Both fides deceived, if rightly underftood,

Pelting each other for the public good.

Did charity prevail, the prefs would prove

A vehicle of virtue, truth, and love;

And I might fpare myfelf the pains to fhow

What few can learn, and all fuppofe they know.

Thus have I fought to grace a ferious lay

With many a wild indeed but flowery fpray,

In hopes to gain, what elfe I muft have loft,

The attention pleafure has fo much engrafted.
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But if unhappily deceived I dream,

And prove too weak for fo divine a theme,

Let Charity forgive me a miftake

That zeal, not vanity, has chanced to make,

And fpare the poet for his fubjecYs fake.

, • .
I I , , ,
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Nam neque me tantum venientis fibilus auftri,

Nee percufTa juvant fluclu tam littora, nee qua;

Saxofas inter decurrunt flumina valles.

Vxrg. Eel. 5.

Though nature weigh our talents, and difpenfe

To every man his modicum of fenfe,

And Converfation in its better part

May be efteemed a gift and not an art,

Yet much depends, as in the tiller's toil,

On culture, and the fowing of the foil.

Words learnt by rote a parrot may rehearfe,

But talking is not always to converfe;

Not more diftincl: from harmony divine,

The conftant creaking of a country fign.

As Alphabets in ivory employ,

Hour after hour, the yet unlettered boy,

Sorting and puzzling with a deal of glee

Thofe feeds of fcience called his a b c

;

So language in the mouths of the adult,

Witnefs its insignificant refult,

Too often proves an implement of play,

A toy to fport with and pafs time away.

Collecl: at evening what the day brought forth,

Comprefs the fum into its folid worth,

x
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And if it weigh the importance of a fly,

The fcales are falfe, or Algebra a lie.

Sacred interpreter of human thought,

How few refpect or ufe thee as they ought!

But all mail give account of every wrong,

Who dare dishonour or defile the tongue;

Who proftitute it in the caufe of vice,

Or fell their glory at a market price;

Who vote for hire, or point it with lampoon,

The dear-bought placeman, and the cheap buffoon.

There is a prurience in the fpeech of fome,

Wrath ftays him, or elfe God would ftrike them dumb:

His wife forbearance has their end in view,

They fill their meafure, and receive their due.

The heathen law-givers of ancient days,

Names almoft worthy of a Chriftian's praife,

Would drive them forth from the refort of men,

And fhut up every fatyr in his den.

Oh come not ye near innocence and truth,

Ye worms that eat into the bud of youth

!

Infectious as impure, your blighting power

Taints in its rudiments the promifed flower;

Its odour perifhed and its charming hue,

Thenceforth 'tis hateful, for it fmells of you.

Not even the vigorous and headlong rage

Of adolefcence, or a firmer age,

Affords a plea allowable or juft

For making fpeech the pamperer of luft;
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But when the breath of age commits the fault,

'Tis naufeous as the vapour of a vault.

So withered flumps difgrace the fylvan fcene,

No longer fruitful, and no longer green;

The faplefs wood, divefted of the bark,

Grows fungous, and takes fire at every fpark.

Oaths terminate, as Paul obferves, all ftrife

—

Some men have furely then a peaceful life;

Whatever fubjecl: occupy difcourfe,

The feats of Yeftris, or the naval force,

AfTeveration bluftering in your face

Makes contradiction fuch an hopelefs cafe:

In every tale they tell, or falfe or true,

Well known, or fuch as no man ever knew,

They fix attention, heedlefs of your pain,

With oaths like rivets forced into the brain;

And even when fober truth prevails throughout,

They fwear it, till affirmance breeds a doubt.

A Perfian, humble fervant of the fun,

Who though devout yet bigotry had none,

Hearing a lawyer, grave in his addrefs,

With adjurations every word imprefs,

Suppofed the man a bifhop, or at leaf!;,

God's name fo much upon his lips, a priefl;

Bowed at the clofe with all his graceful airs,

And begged an intereft in his frequent prayers.

Go, quit the rank to which ye flood preferred,

Henceforth affociate in one common herd,

x 2
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Religion, virtue, reafon, common fenfe,

Pronounce your human form a falfe pretence;

A mere difguife, in which a devil lurks,

Who vet betrays his fecret by his works.

Ye powers who rule the tongue, if fuch there are,

And make colloquial happinefs your care,

Preferve me from the thing I dread and hate,

A duel in the form of a debate.

The clam of -arguments and jar of words,

Worfe than the mortal brunt of rival fwords,

Decide no queftion with their tedious length,

For oppofition gives opinion ftrength,

Divert the champions prodigal of breath,

And put the peaceably-difpofed to death.

Oh thwart me not, Sir Soph, at every turn,

Nor carp at every flaw you may difcern;

Though fyllogiims hang not on my tongue,

I am not furely always in the wrong;

'Tis hard if all is falfe that I advance,

A fool muft now and then be right by chance.

Not that all freedom of difTent I blame;

No—there I grant the privilege I claim.

A difpu table point is no man's ground;

Roam where you pleafe, 'tis common all around.

Difcourfe may want an animated—No,

To brum the furface and to make it flow;

Eut ftill remember, if you mean to pleafe,

To prefs your point with modefty and eafe.
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The mark, at which my jufter aim I take,

Is contradiction for its own dear fake.

Set your opinion at whatever pitch,

Knots and impediments make fomething hitch

;

Adopt his own, 'tis equally in vain,

Your thread of argument is fnapt again;

The wrangler, rather than accord with you,

Will judge himfelf deceived, and prove it too.

Vociferated logic kills me quite,

A noify man is always in the right

—

I twirl my thumbs, fall back into my chair,

Fix on the wainfcot a diftrefsful ftare,

And, when I hope his blunders are all out,

Reply difcreetly—To be fure—no doubt!

Dub i us is fuch a fcrupulous good man—

.

Yes—you may catch him tripping if you can.

He would not, with a peremptory tone,

AfTert the nofe upon his face his own;

With hefitation admirably flow,

He humbly hopes—prefumes—it may be fo.

His evidence, if he were called by law

To fwear to fome enormity he faw,

For want of prominence and juft relief,

Would hang an honeft man and fave a thief.

Through conftant dread of giving truth offence^

He ties up all his hearers in fufpenfe;

Knows what he knows as if he knew it not,

What he remembers, feems to have forgot;

157
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His fole opinion whatfbe'er befal,

Centering at lad: in having none at all.

Yet, though he teafe and baulk your liltening ear,

He makes one ufeful point exceeding clear;

Howe'er ingenious on his darling theme

A fceptic in philofophy may feem,

Reduced to practice, his beloved rule

Would only prove him a conlummate fool;

Ufelefs in him alike both brain and fpeech,

Fate having placed all truth above his reach,

His ambiguities his total fum,

He might as well be blind, and deaf, and dumb.

Where men of judgment creep and feel their way,

The pofitive pronounce without difmay;

Their want of light and intellect fupplied

By fparks, abfurdity ftrikes out of pride:

Without the means of knowing right from wrong,

They always are decifive, clear, and ftrong;

Where others toil with philofophic force,

Their nimble nonfenfe takes a fhorter courfe;

Flings at your head conviction in the lump,

And gains remote conclusions at a jump:

Their own defect, invifible to them,

Seen in another, they at once condemn;

And, though felf- idolized in every cafe,

Hate their own likenefs in a brother's face.

The caufe is plain, and not to be denied,

The proud are always moft provoked by pride,
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Few competitions but engender fpite;

And thofe the raoft, where neither has a right.

The point of honour has been deemed of ufe,

To teach good manners, and to curb abufe;

Admit it true, the confequence is clear,

Our polifhed manners are a mafk we wear,

And at the bottom barbarous {till and rude,

We are reftrained indeed, but not fubdued.

The very remedy, however fure,

Springs from the mifchief it intends to cure,

And favage in its principle appears,

Tried, as it mould be, by the fruit it bears.

'Tis hard indeed if nothing will defend

Mankind from quarrels but their fatal end;

That now and then an hero muft deceafe,

That the furviving world may live in peace.

Perhaps at laffc clofe fcrutiny may mow
The practice daftardly, and mean, and low;

That men engage in it compelled by force,

And fear, not courage, is its proper fource.

The fear of tyrant cuftom, and the fear

Left fops mould cenfure us, and fools fhould fneer.

At leaft to trample on our Maker's laws,

And hazard life for any or no caufe,

To rum into a fixt eternal ftate

Out of the very flames of rage and hate,

Or fend another fhivering to the bar

With all the guilt of fuch unnatural war,
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Whatever ufe may urge, or honour plead,

On reafon's verdict is a madman's deed.

Am I to fet my life upon a throw,

Becaufe a bear is rude and furly ? No

—

A moral, fenfible, and well-bred man,

Will not affront me, and no other can.

Were I empowered to regulate the lifts,

They mould encounter with well -loaded flfts;

A Trojan combat would be fomething new,

Let Dares beat Entellus black and blue;

Then each might mow to his admiring friends,

In honourable bumps his rich amends,

And carry, in contufions of his fkull,

A fatisfaclory receipt in full.

A ftory, in which native humour reigns,

Is often ufeful, always entertains:

A graver fa&, enlifted on your fide,

May furnifh illustration, well applied;

But fedentary weavers of long tales

Give me the fidgets, and my patience fails.

'Tis the moft afinine employ on earth,

To hear them tell of parentage and birth,

And echo converfations, dull and dry,

Embellifhed with

—

He /aid, and So /aid I.

At every interview their route the fame,

The repetition makes attention lame;

We buftle up with unfuccefsful fpeed,

And in the faddeft part cry

—

Droll indeed!
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The path of narrative with care purfue,

Still making probability your clue;

On all the veftiges of truth attend,

And let them guide you to a decent end.

Of all ambitious man may entertain,

The worft, that can invade a ficklv brain,

Is that, which angles hourly for furprife,

And baits its hook with prodigies and lies.

Credulous infancy, or age as weak,

Are fitteft auditors for fuch to feek,

Who to pleafe others will themfelves difgrace,

Yet pleafe not, but affront you to your face.

A great retailer of this curious ware

Having unloaded and made many flare,

Can this be true?—an arch obferver cries,

Yes, (rather moved) I faw it with thefe eyes;

Sir! I believe it on that ground alone;

I could not, had I feen it with my own.

A tale fhould be judicious, clear, fuccinct;

The language plain, and incidents well linked;

Tell not as new what every bodv knows,

And, new or old, full haften to a clofe;

There, centering in a focus round and neat,

Let all your rays of information meet.

What neither yields us profit nor delight

Is like a nurfe's lullaby at night
;

Guy Earl of Warwick and fair Eleanore,

Or giant-killing jack, would pleafe me more.

Y
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The pipe, with lolemn interpofing pufF,

Makes half a fentence at a time enough

;

The dozing iages drop the drowfy ftrain,

Then paufe, and puff—and (peak, and paufe again.

Such often, like the tube they fo admire,

Important triflers! have more fmoke than fire.

Pernicious weed! whole fcent the fair annoys,

Unfriendly to fociety's chief joys,

Thy worft effect is banifhing for hours

The fex, whole pretence civilizes our's:

Thou art indeed the drug a gardener wants,

To poifon vermin that infeft his plants

;

But are we fo to wit and beauty blind,

As to defpife the glory of our kind,

And fhow the foftefl minds and faireft forms

As little mercy, as he grubs and worms?

They dare not wait the riotous abufe,

Thy thirft-creating fleams at length produce,

When wine has given indecent language birth,

And forced the flood-gates of licentious mirth;

For fea-born Venus her attachment fhows

Still to that element, from which fhe rofe,

And with a quiet, which no fumes difturb,

Sips meek infufions of a milder herb.

The emphatic fpeaker dearly loves to oppofe,

In contact inconvenient, nofe to nofe.

As if the gnomon on his neighbour's phiz,

Touched with the magnet had attracted his.
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His whifpered theme, dilated and at large,

Proves after all a wind-gun's airy charge,

An extract of his diary—no more,

A taftelefs journal of the day before.

He walked abroad, o'ertakcn in the rain,

Called on a friend, drank tea, ftept home again,

Refumed his purpofe, had a world of talk

With one he /tumbled on, and loft his walk.

I interrupt him with a hidden bow,

Adieu, dear Sir! left you fhould lofe it now.

I cannot talk with civet in the room,

A fine pufs-gentleman that's all perfume;

The fight's enough—no need to fmell a beau

—

Who thrufts his nofe into a raree-fhow?

His odoriferous attempts to pleafe

Perhaps might profper with a fwarm of bees

;

But we that make no honey, though we fting,

Poets, are fometimes apt to maul the thing.

"Tis wrong to bring into a mixt refort,

What makes fome fick, and others a-la-mort.

An argument of cogence, we may fay,

Why fuch an one fhould keep himfelf away.

A graver coxcomb we may fometimes fee,

Quite as abfurd, though not fo light as he:

A fhallow brain behind a ferious mafk,

An oracle within an empty cafk,

The folemn fop; fignificant and budge;

A fool with judges, amongft fools a judge;

Y 2
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He fays but little, and that little laid

Owes all its weight, like loaded dice, to lead.

His wit invites you by his fooks to come,

But when you knock it never is at home:

Tis like a parcel lent you by the ftage,

Some handfome prelent, as your hopes prefage;

Tis heavy, bulky, and bids fair to prove

An abfent friend's fidelity and love,

But when unpacked your difappointment groans

To find it fluffed with brickbats, earth, and ftones.

Some men employ their health, an ugly trick,

In making known how oft they have been fick,

And give us in recitals of difeafe

A doctor's trouble, but without the fees;

Relate how many weeks they kept their bed,

How an emetic or cathartic fped;

Nothing is flightly touched, much lefs forgot,

Nofe, eyes, and ears, feem prefent on the fpot.

Now the diftemper, fpite of draught or pill,

Victorious feemed, and now the doctors fkill;

And now—alas for unforefeen mifhaps!

They put on a damp night-cap and relapfe;

They thought they rauft have died, they were fo bad;

Their peevilh hearers almoft wifh they had.

Some fretful tempers wince at every touch,

You always do too little or too much:

You fpeak with life, in hopes to entertain,

Your elevated voice goes through the brain;
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You fall at once into a lower key,

That's worfe—the drone- pipe of an humble bee.

The fouthern fafh admits too ftrong a light,

You rife and drop the curtain—now it's night.

He makes with cold—you ftir the fire and ftrive

To make a blaze—that's roaftino; him alive.

Serve him with venifon, and he choofes fifh;

With foal—that's juft the fort he would not with.

He takes what he at firft profefled to loath,

And in due time feeds heartily on both;

Yet ftM, o'erclouded with a conftant frown,

He does not fwallow, but he gulps it down.

Your hope to pleafe him vain on every plan,

Himfelf fhould work that wonder, if he can

—

Alas! his efforts double his diftrefs,

He likes your's little, and his own ftill lefs.

Thus always teafing others, always teafed,

His only pleafure is—to be difpleafed.

I pity bafhful men, who feel the pain

Of fancied fcorn and undeferved difdain,

And bear the marks upon a blufhing face

Of needlefs fhame and felf-impofed difgrace.

Our fenlibilities are fo acute,

The fear of being filent makes us mute.

We fometimes think we could a fpeech produce

Much to the purpofe, if our tongues were loofe;

But, being tried, it dies upon the lip,

Faint as a chicken's note that has the pip:
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Our wafted oil unprofitably burns,

Like hidden lamps in old lepulchral urns.

Few Frenchmen of this evil have complained;

It feems as if we Britons were ordained,

By way of wholefome curb upon our pride,

To fear each other, fearing none befide.

The caufe perhaps inquiry may delcry,

Self-fearching with an introverted eye,

Concealed within an unfufpected part,

The vaineft corner of our own vain heart:

For ever aiming at the world's efteem,

Our felf-importance ruins its own fcheme;

In other eyes our talents rarely mown,
Become at length fo fplendid in our own,

We dare not rifque them into public view,

Left they mifcarry of what feems their due.

True modefty is a difcerning grace,

And only blufhes in the proper place;

But counterfeit is blind, and fkulks through fear,

Where 'tis a fhame to be afhamed to appear:

Humility the parent of the firft,

The laft by vanity produced and nurft.

The circle formed, we fit in filent ftate,

Like figures drawn upon a dial-plate;

Yes ma'am, and no ma'am, uttered foftly, mow
Every five minutes how the minutes go;

Each individual fuffering a conftraint

Poetry may, but colours cannot paint;
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As if in clofe committee on the fkv,

Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry;

And rinds a changing clime an happy fource

Of wife reflection, and well timed difcourfe.

We next enquire, but foftly and by ftealth,

Like confervators of the public health,

Of epidemic throats, if fuch there are,

And coughs, and rheums, and phthific, and catarrh.

That theme exhaufted, a wide chafm enfues,

Filled up at Ian: with interefting news,

Who danced with whom, and who are like to wed,

And who is hanged, and who is brought to bed:

But fear to call a more important caufe,

As if 'twere treafon againft Englifh laws.

The vifit paid, with ecftacy we come,

As from a feven years tranfportation, home,

And there refume an unembarrafTed brow,

Recovering what we loft we know not how,

The faculties that feemed reduced to nought.

Expreffion and the privilege of thought.

The reeking, roaring hero of the chafe,

I give him over as a defperate cafe.

Phyficians write in hopes to work a cure,

Never, if horieft ones, when death is fure;

And though the fox he follows may be tamed,

A mere fox follower never is reclaimed.

So; le farrier lhould prefcribe his proper courfe,

Whofe only fit companion is his horfe,
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Or if, deferving of a better doom,

The noble bcaft judge otherwife, his groom.

Yet even the rogue that ferves him, though he ftand

To take his honour's orders, cap in hand,

Prefers his fellow-grooms with much good fenfe,

Their fkill a truth, his matter's a pretence.

If neither horfe nor groom affecl: the fquire,

Where can at laft his jockeyfhip retire?

Oh to the club, the fcene of favage joys,

The fchool of coarfe good fellowfhip and noife;

There, in the fweet fociety of thofe,

Whofe friendship from his boyifh years he chofe,

Let him improve his talent if he can,

Till none but bcafts acknowledge him a man.

Man's heart had been impenetrably fealed

Like their's, that cleave the flood or graze the field,

Had not his Maker's all-beftowing hand

Given him a foul, and bade him underftand;

The reafoning power vouchfafed of courfe inferred

The power to clothe that reafon with his word;

For all is perfect that God works on earth,

And he that gives conception, aids the birth.

If this be plain, 'tis plainly underflood,

What ufes of his boon the giver would,

The mind, difpatched upon her bufy toil,

Should range where Providence has bleft the foil;

Vifiting every flower with labour meet,

And gathering all her treafures fweet by fweet.
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She fhould embue the tongue with what fhe Tips,

And fried the balmy bleffing on the lips,

That good diffufed may more abundant grow,

And fpeech may praife the power that bids it flow.

Will the fweet warbler of the live-long night,

That fills the liftening lover with delight,

Forget his harmony, with rapture heard,

To learn the twittering of a meaner bird,

Or make the parrot's mimicry his choice,

That odious libel on an human voice?

No—nature unfophifticate by man,

Starts not afide from her Creator's plan

;

The melody, that was at firft defigned

To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind,

Is note for note delivered in our ears,

In the laft fcene of her fix thoufand years:

Yet fafhion, leader of a chattering train,

Whom man for his own hurt permits to reign,

Who fhifts and changes all things but his fhape,

And would degrade her votary to an ape,

The fruitful parent of abufe and wrong,

Holds an ufurped dominion over his tongue;

There fits and prompts him with his own difgrace,

Prefcribes the theme, the tone, and the grimace,

And when accomplifhed in her wayward fchool,

Calls gentleman whom fhe has made a fool.

'Tis an unalterable fixed decree

That none could frame or ratify but fhe.

z
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That heaven and hell, and righteoufnefs and fill,

Snares in his path and foes that lurk within,

God and his attributes (a field of day

Where 'tis an angel's happinefs to ftray),

Fruits of his love and wonders of his might,

Be never named in ears efleemed polite.

That he who dares, when me forbids, be grave,

Shall Hand profcribed, a madman or a knave,

A clofe defigner not to be believed,

Or, if excufed that charge, at lead deceived.

Oh folly worthy of the nurfe's lap,

Give it the breaft, or flop its mouth with pap!

Is it incredible, or can it feem

A dream to any, except thofe that dream,

That man mould love his Maker, and that fire,

Warming his heart, mould at his lips tranfpire?

Know then, and modeflly let fall your eyes,

And veil your daring crefl that braves the fkies;

That air of infolence affronts your God,

You need his pardon, and provoke his rod:

Now, in a pofture that becomes you more

Than that heroic flrut afTumed before,

Know, your arrears with every hour accrue

For mercy fhewn, while wrath is juflly due.

The time is ihort, and there are fouls on earth,

Though future pain may ferve for prefent mirth,

Acquainted with the woes that fear or fhame,

By faftiion taught, forbade them once to name.
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And, having felt the pangs yon deem a ieft,

Have proved them truths too big to be exprefled.

Go feek on revelation's hallowed ground,

Sure to fucceed, the remedy they found

;

Touched by that power that you have dared to mock,

That makes feas ftable, and dhTolves the rock,

Your heart fhall yield a life-renewing ftream,

That fools, as you have done, fhall call a dream.

It happened on a folemn even-tide,

Soon after He that was our Surety died,

Two bofom friends, each penfively inclined,

The fcene of all thole forrows left behind,

Sought their own village, bufied as they went

In mufings worthy of the great event:

They fpake of him they loved, of him whofe life,

Though blamelcfs, had incurred perpetual ftrife,

Whofe deeds had left, in fpite of hoftile arts,

A deep memorial graven on their hearts.

The recollection, like a vein of ore,

The farther traced, enriched them flill the more;

They thought him, and they juftly thought him, one

Sent to do more than he appeared to have done;

To exalt a people, and to place them high

Above all clfe, and wondered he mould die.

Ere yet they brought their journey to an end,

A ftranger joined them, courteous as a friend,

And afked them with a kind engaging air •

What their affliction was, and bested a fhare.

z 2
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Informed, he gathered up the broken thread,

And, truth and wifdom gracing all he faid,

Explained, illuftrated, and fearched fo well

The tender theme, on which they chofe to dwell,

That reaching home, the night, they laid, is near,

We muft not now be parted, fojourn here

—

The new acquaintance foon became a gueft,

And made fo welcome at their fimple feaft,

He blelfed the bread, but vanifhed at the word,

And left them both exclaiming, "Twas the Lordt

Did not our hearts feel all he deigned to fay,

Did they not burn within us by the way?

Now theirs was converfe, fuch as it behoves

Man to maintain, and fuch as God approves:

Their views indeed were indiftinct and dim,

But yet fuccefsful, being aimed at him.

Chrift and his character their only fcope,

Their object, and their fubject, and their hope,

They felt what it became them much to feel,

And, wanting him to loofe the facred feal,

Found him as prompt, as their defire was true,

To fpread the new-born glories in their view.

Well—what are ages and the lapfe of time

Matched againft truths, as lafting as fublime ?

Can length of years on God himfelf exact,

Or make that fiction which was once a fact?

No—marble and recording brafs decay,

And like the graver's memory pafs away;
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The works of man inherit, as is juft,

Their author's frailty, and return to duft;

But truth divine for ever ftands fecure,

Its head is guarded, as its bale is fure;

Fixed in the rolling flood of endlefs years,

The pillar of the eternal plan appears,

The raving ftorm and dahbing wave defies,

Built by that architect, who built the fkies.

Hearts may be found, that harbour at this hour

That love of Chrift, and all its quickening power;

And lips unftained by folly or by ftrife,

Whofe wifdom, drawn from the deep well of life,

Taftes of its healthful origin, and flows

A Jordan for the ablution of our woes.

Oh days of heaven, and nights of equal praife,

Serene and peaceful as thofe heavenly days,

When fouls drawn upwards, in communion fweetr

Enjoy the ftillnefs of fome clofe retreat,

Difcourfe, as if releafed and fafe at home,

Of dangers paft and wonders yet to come,

And fpread the facred treafures of the breaft

Upon the lap of covenanted reft.

What, always dreaming over heavenly things,

Like angel heads in ftone with pigeon-wings?

Canting and whining out all day the word,

And half the night? fanatic and abfurd!

Mine be the friend lefs frequent in his prayers,

Who makes no buftle with his foul's affairs,
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Whole wit can brighten up a wintry day,

And chafe the fplenetic dull hours away;

Content on earth in earthly things to fliine,

Who waits for heaven ere he becomes divine,

Leaves faints to enjoy thofe altitudes they teach,

And plucks the fruit placed more within his reach.

Well fpoken, Advocate of fin and fhame,

Known by thy bleating, Ignorance thy name.

Is fparkling wit the world's exclufive right,

The fixt fee-fimple of the vain and light?

Can hopes of heaven, bright profpecls of an hour,

That come to waft us out of forrow's power,

Obfcure or quench a faculty, that finds

Its happier! foil in the fereneft minds?

Religion curbs indeed its wanton play,

And brings the trifler under rigorous Avay,

But gives it ufefulnefs unknown before,

And, purifying, makes it fliine the more.

A Chriftian's wit is inoffenfive light,

A beam that aids, but never grieves the fight

;

Vigorous in age, as in the flufh of youth,

'Tis always active on the fide of truth

;

Temperance and peace infure its healthful ftate,

And make it brighteft at its lateft date.

Oil I have feen (nor hope perhaps in vain,

Ere life go down, to fee iuch fights again)

A veteran warrior in the Chriftian field,

Who never faw the fword he could not wield;
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Grave without dulnefs, learned without pride,

Exact, yet not precife, though meek, keen eyed;

A man that would have foiled at their own play

A dozen would-be's of the modern day;

Who, when occafion juftifled its ufe,

Had wit as bright as ready to produce,

Could fetch from records of an earlier age,

Or from philofophy's enlightened page,

His rich materials, and regale your ear

With {trains it was a privilege to hear:

Yet all above is luxury fupreme,

And his chief glory was the gofpel theme;

There he was copious as old Greece or Rome,

His happy eloquence feemed there at home,

Ambitious not to mine or to excel,

But to treat juftly what he loved fo well.

It moves me more perhaps than folly ought,

When fome green heads, as void of wit as thought,

Suppofe tliemfelves monopolies of fenfe,

And wifer men's ability pretence.

Though time will wear us, and we mufr grow old,

Such men are not forgot as foon as cold,

Their fragrant memory will out-laft their tomb,

Embalmed for ever in its own perfume:

And to fay truth, though in its early prime,

And when unftained with any grofTer crime,

Youth has a fprightlinefs and fire to boaft,

That in the valley of decline are loft,
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And virtue with peculiar charms appears,

Crowned with the garland of life's blooming years;

Yet age, by long experience well informed,

Well read, well tempered, with religion warmed,

That fire abated which impels ram youth,

Proud of his fpeed to overfhoot the truth,

As time improves the grape's authentic juice,

Mellows and makes the fpeech more fit for ufe,

And claims a reverence in its fhortening day,

That 'tis an honour and a joy to pay.

The fruits of age, lefs fair, are yet more found,

Than thofe a brighter feafon pours around;

And, like the ftores autumnal funs mature,

Through wintry rigours unimpaired endure.

What is fanatic frenzy, fcorned fo much,

And dreaded more than a contagious touch?

I grant it dangerous, and approve your fear,

That fire is catching if you draw too near

;

But fage obfervers oft miftake the flame,

And give true piety that odious name.

To tremble (as the creature of an hour

Ought at the view of an almighty power)

Before his prefence, at whofe awful throne

All tremble in all worlds, except our own,

To fupplicate his mercy, love his ways,

And prize them above pleafure, wealth, or praife,

Though common fenfe allowed a catling voice,

And free from bias, mull approve the choice,
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Convicts a man fanatic in the extreme,

And wild as madnefs in the world's efteem.

But that difeafe, when foberly defined,

Is the falfe fire of an overheated mind;

It views the truth with a diftorted eye,

And either warps or lays it ufelefs by;

'Tis narrow, felfilh, arrogant, and draws

Its fordid nourifhment from man's applaufe;

And while at heart fin unrelinquifhed lies,

Prefumes itfelf chief favourite of the fides.

'Tis fuch a light as putrefaction breeds

In fly-blown flefh, whereon the maggot feeds,

Shines in the dark, but ufhered into day

The ftench remains, the luftre dies away.

True blifs, if man may reach it, is compofed

Of hearts in union mutually difclofed;

And, farewell elfe all hope of pure delight,

Thofe hearts fhould be reclaimed, renewed, upright.

Bad men, profaning friendfhip's hallowed name,

Form, in its ftead, a covenant of fhame,

A dark confederacy againfl the laws

Of viriue, and religion's glorious caufe

:

They build each other up with dreadful fkill,

As baftions let point blank againfl God's will;

Enlarge and fortify the dread redoubt,

Deeply refolved to fhut a Saviour out;

Call legions up from hell to back the A ied;

And, curfl with conqueft, finally l"u

A
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But fouls, that cany on a blefl exchange

Of joys, they meet with in their heavenly range,

And with a fearlefs confidence make known

The forrows, fympathy efteems its own,

Daily derive increasing light and force

From fuch communion in their pleafant courfe,

Feel lefs the journey's roughnefs and its length,

Meet their oppofers with united Strength,

And, one in heart, in intereft, and defign,

Gird up each other to the race divine.

But converfation, choofe what theme we may,

And chiefly when religion leads the way,

Should flow, like waters after fummer fhowers,

Not as if railed by mere mechanic powers.

The Chriftian, in whofe foul, though now diftreffed,

Lives the dear thought of joys he once pofTefTed,

When all his glowing language iffued forth

With God's deep ftamp upon its current worth,

Will fpeak without difguife, and muft impart,

Sad as it is, his undhTembling heart,

Abhors conftraint, and dares not feign a zeal,

Or feem to boaft a fire, he does not feel.

The fong of Sion is a taftelefs thing,

Unlefs, when rifing on a joyful wing,

The foul can mix with the celeftial bands,

And give the ftrain the compafs it demands.

Strange tidings thefe to tell a world, who treat

All but their own experience as deceit!
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Will they believe, though credulous enough

To fwallow much upon much weaker proof,

That there are bleft inhabitants of earth,

Partakers of a new ethereal birth,

Their hopes, defires, and purpofes eftranged

From things terreftrial, and divinely changed,

Their very language of a kind, that fpeaks

The fouls fure intereft in the good me feeks,

Who deal with fcripture, its importance felt,

As Tully with philofophy once dealt,

And in the filent watches of the night,

And through the fcenes of toil-renewing light,

The focial walk, or folitary ride,

Keep ftill the dear companion at their fide;

No—fhame upon a felf-difgracing age,

God's work may ferve an ape upon a ftage

With fuch a jeft, as filled with hellifh glee

Certain invifibles as fhrewd as he;

But veneration or refpecl: finds none,

Save from the fubjecls of that work alone.

The world grown old her deep difcernment fhows,

Claps fpeclacles on her fagacious nofe,

Perufes clofely the true Chriftian's face,

And finds it a mere mafk of fly grimace,

Ufurps God's office, lays his bofom bare,

And finds hypocrify clofe lurking there,

And ferving God herfelf through mere conftraint,

Concludes his unfeigned love of him, a feint.

A A 2
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And yet, God knows, look human nature through,

(And in due time the world fhall know it too)

That fince the flowers of Eden felt the blaft,

That after man's defection laid all wafte,

Sincerity towards the heart-fearching God
Has made the new-born creature her abode,

Nor fhall be found in unregenerate fouls,

Till the laft fire burn all between the poles.

Sincerity! Why 'tis his only pride,

Weak and imperfect in all grace betide,

He knows that God demands his heart entire,

And gives him all his juft demands require.

Without it his pretentions were as vain,

As having it he deems the world's difdain;

That great defect would coft him not alone

Man's favourable judgment, but his own;

His birthright fhaken, and no longer clear,

Than while his conduct proves his heart fincere.

Retort the charge, and let the world be told,

She boafts a confidence the does not hold;

That, confcious of her crimes, fhe feels inftead

A cold mifgiving, and a killing dread;

That while in health the ground of her fupport

Is madly to forget that life is fhort;

That fick flie trembles knowing (lie muft die,

Her hope prefumption, and her faith a lie;

That while fhe dotes, and dreams that fhe believes,

She mocks her Maker, and herfelf deceives,
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Her utmoft reach, historical aflent,

The doctrines warpt to what they never meant;

That truth itfelf is in her head as dull,

And ufelefs, as a candle in a fcull,

And all her love of God a groundless claim,

A trick upon the canvafs, painted flame.

Tell her again, the fneer upon her face,

And all her cenlures of the work of grace,

Are infincere, meant only to conceal

A dread fhe would not, yet is forced to feel;

That in her heart the Chriftian fhe reveres,

And while fhe feems to fcorn him, only fears.

A poet does not work by fquare or line,

As fmiths and joiners perfect a defign;

At leaft we moderns, our attention lefs,

Beyond the example of our fires digrefs,

And claim a right to fcamper and run wide,

Wherever chance, caprice, or fancy guide.

The world and I fortuitouflv met,

I owed a trifle, and have paid the debt;

She did me wrong, I recompenfed the deed,

And, having ftruck the balance, now proceed.

Perhaps however as fome years have pafled,

Since fhe and I converfed together laft,

And I have lived reclufe in rural fhades,

Which feldom a distinct report pervades,

Great changes and new manners have occurred,

And bleft reforms, that I have never heard,
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And flic may now be as difcreet and wife,

As once abfurd in all decerning eyes.

Sobriety perhaps may now be found,

Where once intoxication prelTed the ground;

The fubtle and injurious may be juft,

And he grown chafte that was the {lave of luft;

Arts once efteemed may be with ihame difmifTed

;

Charity may relax the mifer's fift

;

The gamefter may have caft his cards away,

Forgot to curfe, and only kneel to pray.

It has indeed been told me (with what weight,

How credibly, 'tis hard for me ftate)

That fables old, that feemed for ever mute,

Revived are haftening into frefh repute,

And gods and goddefTes difcarded long

Like ufelefs lumber, or a flroller's fong,

Are bringing into vogue their heathen train,

And Jupiter bids fair to rule again;

That certain feafts are inftituted now,

Where Venus hears the lover's tender vow,

That all Olympus through the country roves,

To confecrate our few remaining groves.

And echo learns politely to repeat

The praife of names for ages obfolete;

That having proved the weaknefs, it fhould feem,

Of revelation's ineffectual beam,

To bring the paffions under fober fway,

And give the moral fprings their proper play,
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They mean to try what may at la ft. be done,

By ftout fubftantial gods of wood and itone,

And whether Roman rites may not produce

The virtues of old Rome for EngliiTi ufe.

May fuch fuccefs attend the pious plan.

May Mercury once more embellifh man.

Grace him again with long forgotten arts,

Reclaim his tafte, and brighten up his parts,

Make him athletic as in davs of old,

Learned at the bar, in the paleeftra bold,

Divert the rougher fex of female airs,

And teach the fofter not to copy theirs:

The change fhall pleafe, nor iTiall it matter aught

Who works the wonder, if it be but wrought.

'Tis time, however, if the cafe ftands thus,

For us plain folks, and all who fide with us,

To build our altar, confident and bold,

And fay as ftern Elijah faid of old,

The firife now ftands upon a fair award,

If Ifrael's Lord be God, then ferve the Lord:

If he be filent, faith is all a whim,

Then Baal is the God, and worfhip him.

Digreffion is fo much in modern ufe,

Thought is fo rare, and fancy fo profufe,

Some never feem fo wide of their intent,

As when returning to the theme they meant;

As mendicants, whofe bufinefs is to roam,

Make every parifh but their own their home,
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Though fuch continual zigzags in a book,

Such drunken reelings have an awkward look,

And I had rather creep to what is true,

Than rove and ftagger with no mark in view;

Yet to confult a little, feemed no crime,

The freakifh humour of the prefent time:

But now to gather up what teems difperfed,

And touch the fubjecl I defigned at firft,

May prove, though much beiide the rules of art,

Beft for the public, and my wife ft part.

And firft, let no man charge me that I mean

To clothe in fable every focial fcene,

And give good company a face fevere,

As if they met around a father's bier;

For tell fome men, that pleafure all their bent,

And laughter all their work, is life mifpent,

Their wifdom burfts into this fage reply,

Then mirth is fin, and we fhould always cry.

To find the medium afks fome fhare of wit,

And therefore 'tis a mark fools never hit.

But though life's valley be a vale of tears,

A brighter fcene beyond that vale appears,

Whole glory with a light, that never fades,

Shoots between fcattered rocks and opening fhades,

And, while it fliows the land the foul defires,

The language of the land fhe feeks infpires.

Thus touched the tongue receives a facred cure

Of all that was abfurd, profane, impure:



CONVERSATION. 185

Held within modeft bounds the tide of fpeech

Purities the courfe, that truth and nature teach;

No longer labours merely to produce

The pomp of found, or tinkle without ufe:

Where'er it winds, the falutary ftream,

Sprightly and frefh, enriches every theme,

While all the happy man pofTefTed before,

The gift of nature, or the claffic ftore,

Is made fubfervient to the grand deiign,

For which heaven formed the faculty divine.

So fhould an idiot, while at large he {trays,

Find the fweet lyre, on which an artift plays,

With rafh and awkward force the chords he makes,

And grins with wonder at the jar he makes;

But let the wife and well inftructed hand

Once take the fhell beneath his juft command,

In gentle founds it feems as it complained

Of the rude injuries it late fuftained,

Till tuned at length to fome immortal fong,

It founds Jehovah's name, and pours his praife along.

B B
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-ftudiis florens ignobilis otl.

Virg. Gcorg. Lib. 4.

Hackneyed in bufinefs, wearied at that oar,

Which thoufands, once faft chained to, quit no more,

But which, when life at ebb runs weak and low,

All wiih, or feem to wifh, they could forego;

The ftatefman, lawyer, merchant, man of trade,

Pants for the refuge of fome rural made,

Where, all his long anxieties forgot

Amid the charms of a fequeflered fpot,

Or recollected only to gild o'er,

And add a fmile to what was fweet before,

He may pofTefs the joys he thinks he fees,

Lay his old age upon the lap of eafe,

Improve the remnant of his wafted fpan,

And, having lived a trifler, die a man.

Thus confcience pleads her caufe within the breaft,

Though long rebelled againft, not yet fupprefTed,

And calls a creature formed for God alone,

For heaven's high purpofes, and not his own;

Calls him away from felfifh ends and aims,

From what debilitates and what inflames,
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From cities humming with a reftlefs crowd,

Sordid as active, ignorant as loud,

Whofe higheft praife is that they live in vain,

The dupes of pleafure, or the flaves of gain,

Where works of man are cluttered clofe around,

And works of God are hardly to be found,

To regions where, in fpite of fin and woe,

Traces of Eden are ftill feen below,

Where mountain, river, foreft, field, and grove,

Remind him of his Maker's power and love.

Tis well if, looked for at fo late a day,

In the laft lcene of fuch a fenfelefs play,

True wifdom will attend his feeble call,

And grace his action ere the curtain fall.

Souls, that have long defpifed their heavenly birth,

Their willies all impregnated with earth,

For threefcore years employed with ceafelefs care

In catching fmoke, and feeding upon air,

Converfant only with the ways of men,

Rarely redeem the fhort remaining ten.

Inveterate habits choke the unfruitful heart,

Their fibres penetrate its tenderer! part,

And, draining its nutritious powreFS to feed

Their noxious growth, fiarve every better feed,

Happy, if full of days—but happier far,

If, ere we yet difcern life's evening (far,

Sick of the fervice of a world, that feeds

Its patient drudges with dry chaff and weeds,

b b 2
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We can efcape from cuftom's idiot fway,

To ferve the Sovereign we were born to obev.

Then fweet to mnfe upon his fkill difplayed

(Infinite ikill) in all that he has made!

To trace in nature's moft minute defign

The fignature and ftamp of power divine,

Contrivance intricate, exprefTed with eafe,

Where unaflifted fight no beauty fees,

The fhapely limb and lubricated joint,

Within the fmall dimenfions of a point,

Mufcle and nerve miraculoufly fpun,

His mighty work, who fpeaks and it is done,

The invifible in things fcarce feen revealed,

To whom an atom is an ample field;

To wonder at a thoufand infect forms,

Thefe hatched, and thofe refufcitated worms,

New life ordained and brighter fcenes to fhare,

Once prone on earth, now buoyant upon air,

Whofe fhape would make them, had they bulk and fize,

More hedious foes than fancy can devife;

With helmet heads and dragon fcales adorned,

The mighty myriads, now fecurely fcorned,

Would mock the majefty of man's high birth,

Defpife his bulwarks, and unpeople earth:

Then with a glance of fancy to furvey,

Far as the faculty can ftretch away,

Ten thoufand rivers poured at his command

From urns, that never fail, through every land-;
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Thefe like a deluge with impetuous force,

Thofe winding modeftly a filent courfe;

The cloud furmounting alps, the fruitful vales;

Seas, on whicli every nation fpreads her fails;

The fun, a world whence other worlds drink light,

The crefcent moon, the diadem of night;

Stars countlefs, each in his appointed place,

Part-anchored in the deep abyfs of fpace

—

At fuch a fight to catch the poet's flame,

And with a rapture like his own exclaim,

Thefe are thy glorious works, thou fource of good,

How dimly feen, how faintly underftood!

Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care,

This univerfal frame, thus wondrous fair;

Thy power divine, and bounty beyond thought,

Adored and praifed in all that thou haft wrought*

Abforbed in that immenfity I fee,

I fhrink abafed, and yet afpire to thee;

Inftrucl me, guide me to that heavenly day

Thy words, more clearly than thy works, difplay,

That, while thy truths my groffer thoughts refine,

I may refemble thee and call thee mine.

Oh bleft proficiency! furpaffing all

That men erroneoufly their glory call,

The recompenfe that arts or arms can yield,

The bar, the fenate, or the tented field.

Compared with this fublimeft life below,

Ye kings and rulers, what have courts to fhow?
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Thus ftudied, ufed, and confecrated thus,

On earth what is, feems formed indeed for us;

Not as the plaything of a froward child,

Fretful unlefs diverted and beguiled,

Much lefs. .to feed and fan the fatal fires

Of pride, ambition, or impure defires,

But as a fcale by which the foul afcends

From mighty means to more important ends,

Securely, though by fteps but rarely trod,

Mounts from inferior beings up to God,

And fees, by no fallacious light or dim,

Earth made for man, and man himfelf for him.

Not that I mean to approve, or would enforce,

A fuperftitious and monaftic courfe:

Truth is not local, God alike pervades

And fills the world of traffic and the fhades,

And may be feared amidft the bufieft fcenes,

Or fcorned where bufinefs never intervenes.

But 'tis not eafy with a mind like our's,

Confcious of w-eaknefs in its nobleft powers,

And in a world where, other ills apart,

The roving eye mifleads the carelefs heart,

To limit thought, by nature prone to ftray

Wherever freakifh fancy points the way;

To bid the pleadings of felf-love be ftill,

Refign our own and feek our Maker's will

;

To fpread the page of fcripture, and compare

Our conduit with the laws engraven there

;
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To meafure all that pafTes in the breaft,

Faithfully, fairly, by that facred teft:

To dive into the fecret deeps within,

To fpare no paflion and no favourite {in,

And fearch the themes, important above all,

Ourfelves and our recovery from our fall.

But leifure, filence, and a mind releafed

From anxious thoughts how wealth may be increafed,

How to fecure, in fome propitious hour,

The point of intereft or the poft of power,

A foul ferene, and equally retired

From objects too much dreaded or defired,

Safe from the clamours of perverfe difpute,

At leafr. are friendly to the great purfuit.

Opening the map of God's extenfive plan,

We find a little ifle, this life of man

;

Eternity's unknown expanfe appears

Circling around and limiting his years.

The bufy race examine, and explore

Each creek and cavern of the dangerous fhore,

With care collect what in their eyes excels,

Some mining pebbles, and fome weeds and ihells;

Thus laden, dream that they are rich and great,

And happieft he that groans beneath his weight;

The waves overtake them in their ferious play,

And every hour fweeps multitudes away;

They fhriek and link, furvivors ftart and weep,

Purfue their fport, and follow to the deep.
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A few forfake the throng; with lifted eyes

Afk wealth of heaven, and gain a real prize,

Truth, wifdom, grace, and peace like that above,

Sealed with his fignet, whom they ferve and love;

Scorned by the reft, with patient hope they wait

A kind releafe from their imperfect ftate,

And unregretted are foon matched away

From fcenes of forrovv into glorious day.

Nor thefe alone prefer a life reclufe,

Who feek retirement for its proper ufe;

The love of change, that lives in every breaft,

Genius, and temper, and deftre of reft,

Difcordant motives in one centre meet,

And each inclines its votary to retreat.

Some minds by nature are averfe to noife,

And hate the tumult half the world enjoys,

The lure of avarice, or the pompous prize,

That courts difplay before ambitious eyes;

The fruits, that hang on pleafure's flowery Hem,

Whatever enchants them, are no fnares to them.

To them the deep recefs of dufky groves,

Or foreft, where the deer fecurely roves,

The fall of waters, and the fong of birds,

And hills, that echo to the diftant herds,

Are luxuries excelling all the glare

The world can boaft, and her chief favourites fhare.

With eager ftep, and carelefsly arrayed,

For fuch a caufe the poet feeks the made,
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From all he fees he catches new delight,

Pleafed fancy claps her pinions at the fight,

The riling or the fetting orb of day,

The clouds that flit, or (lowly float away,

Nature in all the various (hapes (he wears,

Frowning in (forms, or breathing gentle airs,

The fnowy robe her wintry (tate afTumes,

Her fummer heats, her fruits, and her perfumes,

All, all alike tranfport the glowing bard,

Succefs in rhyme his glory and reward.

Oh nature! whofe Elyflan fcenes difclofe,

His bright perfections, at whofe word they rofe,

Next to that power, who formed thee and fuftains,

Be thou the great infpirer of my (trains.

Still, as I touch the lyre, do thou expand

Thy genuine charms, and guide an artlefs hand,

That I may catch a fire but rarely known,

Give ufeful light though I mould mifs renown,

And, poring on thy page, whofe every line

Bears proof of an intelligence divine,

May feel an heart enriched by what it pays,

That builds its glory on its Maker's praife.

Woe to the man, whofe wit difclaims its ufe,

Glittering in vain, or only to feduce,

Who fhudies nature with a wanton eye,

Admires the work, but (lips the lefTon by;

His hours of leifure and recefs employs

In drawing pictures of forbidden joys,

c c



1Q4 RETIREMENT.

Retires to blazon his own worthlefs name,

Or fhoot the carelefs with a hirer aim.

The lover too ihuns bufinefs and alarms,

Tender idolater of abfent charms.

Saints offer nothing in their warraeft prayers,

That he devotes not with a zeal like their's;

'Tis confecratiori of his heart, foul, time,

And every thought that wanders, is a crime.

In fighs he worships his fupremely fair,

And weeps a fad libation in defpair,

Adores a creature, and, devout in vain,

Wins in return an anfwer of difdain.

As woodbine weds the plant within her reach,

Rough elm, or fmooth -grained afh, or gloffy beech,

In fpiral rings afcends the trunk, and lays

Her golden taffels on the leafy fprays,

But does a mifchief while fhe lends a grace,

Straitening its growth by fucli a firicr. embrace;

So love, that clings around the nobleit minds,

Forbids the advancement of the foul he binds j

The fuitor's air indeed he foon improves,

And forms it to the tafte of her he loves,

Teaches his eyes a language, and no lefs

Refines his fpeech and fafhions his addrefs;

But farewell promifes of happier fruits,

Manly defigns, and learning's grave purfuits;

Girt with a chain he cannot wifh to break,

His only blifs is forrow for her fake;
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Who will may pant for glory and excel,

Her fmile his aim, all higher aims farewell!

Thyrfis, Alexis, or whatever name

May leaft offend againft lb pure a flame,

Though fage advice of friends the molt fincere

Sounds harfhly in fo delicate an ear,

And lovers of all creatures, tame or wild,

Can leaft brook management, however mild.

Yet let a poet (poetry difarms

The fierceft animals with magic charms)

Rifque an intrufion on thy penfive mood,

And woo and win thee to thy proper good.

Faftoral images and ftill retreats,

Umbrageous walks and folitary feats,

Sweet birds in concert with harmonious ftreams,

Soft airs, nocturnal vigils, and day dreams,

Are all enchantments in a cafe like thine,

Confpire againf! thy peace with one defign,

Sooth thee to make thee but a furer prey,

And feed the fire, that waftes thy powers away.

Up—God has formed thee with a wifer view,

Not to be led in chains, but to fubdue,

Calls thee to cope with enemies, and firft

Points out a conflict with thyfelf, the worft.

Woman indeed, a gift he would beftow

When he defigned a paradife below,

The richeft earthly boon his hands afford,

Deferves to be beloved, but not adored.

c c 2
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Pofl away fwiftly to more active fcencs,

Collect the fcattered truths that ftudy gleans,

Mix with the world, but with its wifer part,

No longer give an image all thine heart

;

Its empire is not hei's, nor is it thine,

'Tis God's jufl claim, prerogative divine.

Virtuous and faithful Heberden! whofe fkill

Attempts no tafk it cannot well fulfil,

Gives melancholy up to nature's care,

And fends the patient into purer air.

Look where he comes—in this embowered alcove

Stand clofe concealed, and fee a ftatue move:

Lips bufy, and eyes flxt, foot falling flow,

Arms hanging idly down, hands clafped below,

Interpret to the marking eye dittrefs,

Such as its fymptoms can alone exprefs.

That tongue is filent now; that filent tongue

Could argue once, could jeft or join the fong,

Could give advice, could cenfure or commend,

Or charm the forrows of a drooping friend.

Renounced alike its office and its fport,

Its brifker and its graver itrains fall fhort;

Both fail beneath a fever's fecret fway,

And like a fummer-brook are part, away.

This is a fight for pity to perufe,

Till fhe refemble faintly what me views,

Till fympathy contract a kindred pain,

Pierced with the woes that fhe laments in vain.
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This, of all maladies that man infeft,

Claims moft companion, and receives the leail:

Job felt it, when he groaned beneath the rod

And the barbed arrows of a frowning God

;

And fuch emollients as his friends could fpare,

Friends fuch as his for modern Jobs prepare.

Bleft, rather curft, with hearts that never fee\ y

Kept fnug in cafkets of clofe-hammered fteel,

With mouths made only to grin wide and eat,

And minds, that deem derided pain a treat,

With limbs of Britifh oak, and nerves of wire,

And wit, that puppet-prompters might infpire,

Their fovereign noftrum is a clumfy joke

On pangs enforced with God's feverefi: rtroke.

Eut with a foul, that ever felt the fting

Of forrow, forrow is a facred thing

:

Not to moleft, or irritate, or raife

A laugh at his expence, is (lender praife;

He, that has not ufurped the name of man,

Does all, and deems too little all, he can,

To affuage the throbbings of the fettered part,

And ftanch the bleedings of a broken heart.

'Tis not, as heads that never ache fuppofe,

Forgery of fancy, and a dream of woes;

Man is an harp whofe chords elude the fight,

Each yielding harmony difpofed aright;

The fcrews reverfed (a tafk which if he pleafe

God in a moment executes with eafe),
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Ten thoufand thoufand firings at once go loofe,

Loft, till he tune them, all their power and ufe.

Then neither heathy wilds, nor fcenes as fair

As ever recompensed the peasant's care,

Nor foft declivities with tufted hills,

Nor view of waters turning bufy mills,

Parks in which art preceptrefs nature weds,

Nor gardens interfperfed with flowery beds,

Nor gales, that catch the fcent of blooming groves,

And waft it to the mourner as he roves,

Can call up life into his faded eye,

That paffes all he fees unheeded by:

No wounds like thofe a wounded fpirit feels,

No cure for fuch, till God who makes them, heals.

And thou, fad fufferer under namelefs ill,

That yields not to the touch of human fkill,

Improve the kind occafion, underftand

A Father's frown, and kifs his chaftening hand:

To thee the day-fpring, and the blaze of noon,

The purple evening and refplendent moon,

The ftars, that fprinkled over the vault of night,

Seem drops defcending in a fhower of light,

Shine not, or undefired and hated mine,

Seen through the medium of a cloud like thine:

Yet feek him, in his favour life is found,

All blifs befide a fhadow or a found:

Then heaven, eclipfed fo long, and this dull earth,

Shall feem to ftart into a fecond birth

!
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Nature, afluming a more lovely face,

Borrowing a beauty from the works of grace,

Shall be defpifed and overlooked no more,

Shall rill thee with delights unfelt before,

Impart to things inanimate a voice,

And bid her mountains and her hills rejoice;

The found mall run along the winding vales,

And thou enjoy an Eden ere it fails.

Ye groves (the ftatefman at his defk exclaims,

Sick of a thoufand difappointed aims,)

My patrimonial treafure and my pride,

Beneath your fhades your gray pofTefTor hide,

Receive me languifhing for that repofe,

The fervant of the public never knows.

Ye faw me once (ah thofe regretted days,

When boyifh innocence was all my praife!)

Hour after hour delightfully allot

To fludies then familiar, fince forgot,

And cultivate a tafte for ancient fong,

Catching its ardour as I mufed along;

Nor feldom, as propitious heaven might fend,

What once I valued and could boaft, a friend,

Were witneiTes how cordially I prefs'd

His undifTembling virtue to my breaft;

Receive me now, not uncorrupt as then,

Nor guiltlefs of corrupting other men,

But verfed in arts, that, while they feem to ftay

A falling empire, haflen its decay.
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To the fair haven of my native home,

The wreck of what I was fatigued I come;

For once I can approve the patriot's voice,

And make the courfe he recommends my choices

We meet at laft in one iincere defire,

His wim and mine both prompt me to retire.

'Tis done—he fteps into the welcome chaife,

Lolls at his eafe behind four handfome bays,

That whirl away from buiiaefs and debate

The difincumbered Atlas of the ftate.

Afk not the boy, who when the breeze of morn

Firft makes the glittering drops from every thorn,

Unfolds his flock, then under bank or bum
Sits linking cherry ftones, or platting rum,

How fair is freedom?—he was always free;

To carve Ins ruftic name upon a tree,

To fnare the mole, or with ill-fafhioned hook

To draw the incautious minnow from the brook,

Are life's prime pleafures in his fimple view,

His flock the chief concern he ever knew;

She mines but little in his heedlefs eyes,

The good we never mifs we rarely prize:

But afk the noble drudge in ftate affairs,

Efcaped from office and its conftant cares,

What charms he fees in freedom's fmile exprefs'd,

In freedom loft fo long, now repolfefs'd;

The tongue, whofe ftrains were cogent as commands,

Revered at home, and felt in foreign lands,



RETIREMENT. 201

Shall own itfelf a ftammerer in that caufe,

Or plead its filence as its heft applaufe.

He knows indeed that whether dreffed or rude,

Wild without art, or artfully fubdued,

Nature in every form infpires delight,

But never mark'd her with fo juft a fight.

Her hedge-row llirubs, a variegated ftore,

With woodbine and wild rofes mantled o'er,

Green balks and furrowed lands, the ftream, that fpreads
Its cooling vapour over the dewy meads,

Downs, that almoft efcape the enquiring eye,

That melt and fade into the diftant fky,

Beauties he lately flighted as he paired,

Seem all created fince he travelled laft.

Mafter of all the enjoyments he defigned,

No rough annoyance rankling in his mind,
What early philofophic hours he keeps,

How regular his meals, how found he fleeps!

Not founder he, that on the mainmaft head,

While morning kindles with a windy red,

Begins a long look-out for diftant land,

Nor quits till evening watch his giddy ftand,

Then fwift defcending with a feaman's hafte,

Slips to his hammoc, and forgets the blaft.

He choofes company, but not the fquire's,

Whofe wit is rudenefs, whofe good breeding tires;

Nor yet the parfon's, who would gladly come,
Obfequious when abroad, though proud at home;

D D
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Nor can he much arTecf. the neighbouring peer,

Whole toe of emulation treads too near;

But wifely fecks a more convenient friend,

With whom difmiffing forms he may unbend I

A man, whom marks of condefcending grace

Teach, while they flatter him, his proper place;

Who comes when called, and at a word withdraws,

Speaks with referve, and liftens with applaufe;

Some plain mechanic, who, without pretence

To birth or wit, nor gives nor takes offence;

On whom he refts well-pleafed his weary powers,

And talks and laughs away his vacant hours.

The tide of life, fwift always in its courfe,

May run in cities with a briiker force,

But no where with a current fo ferene,

Or half fo clear, as in the rural fcene.

Yet how fallacious is all earthly blifs,

What obvious truths the wifeft heads may mils;

Some pleafures live a month, and fome a year,

But fhort the date of all we gather here;

No happinefs is felt, except the true,

That does not charm thee more for being new.

This obfervation, as it chanced, not made,

Or if the thought occurred, not duly weighed,

He fighs—for after all by flow degrees

The fpot he loved has loft the power to pleafe;

To crofs his ambling pony day by day,

Seems at the beft but dreaming life away

;
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The profpect, fuch as might enchant defnair,

He views it not, or fees no beauty there;

With aching heart, and difcontented looks,

Returns at noon to billiards or to books,

But feels, while grafping at his faded joys,

A fecret thirft of his renounced employs.

He chides the tardinefs of every poft,

Pants to be told of battles won or loft,

Blames his own indolence, obferves, though late,

'Tis criminal to leave a linking ftate,

Flies to the levee, and received with grace,

Kneels, kifTes hands, and fhines again in place.

Suburban villas, highway-fide retreats,

That dread th'encroachment of our growing ftreets,

Tight boxes neatly fafhed, and in a blaze

With all a July fun's collected rays,

Delight the citizen, who, gafping there,

Breathes clouds of duft, and calls it country air.

Oh fweet retirement, who would balk the thought,

That could afford retirement, or could not?

'Tis fuch an eafy wralk, fo fmooth and ftraight,

The fecond mileftone fronts the garden gate;

A ftep if fair, and if a fhower approach,

You find fafe fhelter in the next ftage-coach.

There, prifoned in a parlour fnug and fmall,

Like bottled wafps upon a fouthern wall,

The man of bufinefs and his friends compreffed,

torget their labours, and yet find no reft;

D D 2
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But flill 'tis rural—trees are to be feen

From every window, and the fields are green;

Ducks paddle in the pond before the door,

And what could a remoter fcene fhow more?

A fenfe of elegance we rarely find

The portion of a mean or vulgar mind,

And ignorance of better things makes man,

Who cannot much, rejoice in what he can;

And he, that deems his leiiure well beftowed

In contemplation of a turnpike road,

Is occupied as well, employs his hours

As wifely, and as much improves his powers,

As he, that {lumbers in pavilions graced

With all the charms of an accomplished tafte.

Yet hence, alas! infolvencies; and hence

The unpitied victim of ill-judged expence,

From all his vvearifome engagements freed,

Shakes hands with bufinefs, and retires indeed.

Your prudent grand-mammas, ye modern belles,

Content with Briftol, Bath, and Tunbridge-wells,

When health required it would content to roam..

Elfe more attached to pleafures found at home.

But now alike, gay widow, virgin, wife,

Ingenious to diveriify dull life,

In coaches, chaifes, caravans, and hoys,

Fly to the coaft for daily, nightly joys,

And all, impatient of dry land, agree

With one confent to rufh into the lea.

—
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Ocean exhibits, fathomlefs and broad,

Much of the power and majefty of God.

He fwathes about the fwelling of the deep,

That fhines and refts, as infants imile and fleepj

Vafc as it is, it anfwers as it flows

The breathings of the lighter! air that blows;

Curling and whitening over all the wafte,

The riling waves obey the increafing blaft,

Abrupt and horrid as the temper! roars,.

Thunder and flam upon the fteadfan1 fhores,

Till he, that rides the whirlwind, checks the rein,

Then all the world of waters fleeps again.

—

Nereids or Dyrads, as the fafhion leads,

Now in the floods, now panting in the meads.

Votaries of pleafure ftill, wherever me dwells,

Near barren rocks, in palaces, or cells,

Oh grant a poet leave to recommend

(A poet fond of nature, and your friend)

Her flighted works to your admiring view;

Her works muft needs excel, who fafhioned you.

Would ye, when rambling in your morning ride,

"With fome unmeaning coxcomb at your fide,

Condemn the prattler for his idle pains,

To wafle unheard the mufic of his ftrains,

And deaf to all the impertinence of tongue,

That, while it courts, affronts and does you wrong,

Mark well the fmifhed plan without a fault,

The feas globofe and huge, the overarching vault,
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Earth's millions daily fed, a world employed

In gathering plenty yet to be enjoyed,

Till gratitude grew vocal in the praife

Of God, beneficent in all his ways:

Graced with fuch wifdom, how would beauty lliinel

Ye want but that to feem indeed divine.

Anticipated rents, and bills unpaid,

Force many a mining youth into the made,

Not to redeem his time, but his eftate,

And play the fool, but at a cheaper rate.

There, hid in loathed obfcurity, removed

From pleafures left, but never more beloved.

He juft endures, and with a fickly fpleen

Sighs over the beauties of the charming fcene.

Nature indeed looks prettily in rhyme;

Streams tinkle fweetly in poetic chime:

The warblings of the blackbird, clear and flrong,

Are mufical enough in Thomfon's fong;

And Cobham's groves, and Windfor's green retreats,

When Pope defcribes them, have a thoufand fweets;

He likes the country, but in truth mull own,

Moft likes it, when he ftudies it in town.

Poor Jack—no matter who—for when I blame

I pity, and muft therefore fink the name,

Lived in his faddle, loved the chafe, the courfe,

And always, ere he mounted, killed his horfe.

The eflate, Ills fires had owned in ancient years,

Was quickly diftanced, matched againft a peer's.



RETIREMENT. 207

Jack vanifhed, was regretted and forgot;

'Tis wild good-nature's never-failing lot.

At length, when all had long fuppofed him dead,

By cold fubmerfion, razor, rope, or lead,

My lord, alighting at his ufual place,

The Crown, took notice of an oftler's face.

Jack knew his friend, but hoped in that difguife

He might efcape the moft. obferving eyes,

And whiffling, as if unconcerned and gay,

Curried his nag, and looked another way.

Convinced at laft, upon a nearer view,

'Twas he, the fame, the very Jack he knew,

Overwhelmed at once with wonder, grief, and joy,

He prefTed him much to quit his bale employ;

His countenance, his purfe, his heart, his hand,

Influence and power, were all at his command:

Peers are not always generous as well-bred,

But Granby was, meant truly what he faid.

Jack bowed, and was obliged—confefTed 'twas ftrange,

That fo retired he mould not wifh a change,

But knew no medium between guzzling beer,

And his old flint—three thoufand pounds a year.

Thus fome retire to nouriih hopelefs woe;

Some feeking happinefs not found below;

Some to comply with humour, and a mind

To focial fcenes by nature disinclined;

Some fwayed by fafhion, fome by deep difguft;

Some felf-impoverifhed, and becaufe they muft;
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But few, that court retirement, are aware

Of half the toils they muft encounter there.

Lucrative offices are feldom loft

For want of powers proportioned to the poll::

Give even a dunce the employment he defires,

And he foon finds the talents it requires;

A bufmefs with an income at it's heels

Furnifhes always oil for its own wheels.

But in its arduous enterprize to clofe

His active years with indolent repofe,

He finds the labours of that ftate exceed

His utmoft faculties, fevere indeed.

Tis eafy to refign a toilfome place,

But not to manage leifure with a grace;

Abfence of occupation is not reft,

A mind quite vacant is a mind diftrefled.

The veteran fteed, excufed his talk at length.

In kind companion of his failing ftrength,

And turned into the park or mead to graze,

Exempt from future fervice all his days,

There feels a pleafure perfect in its kind,

Ranges at liberty, and fnuffs the wind:

But when his lord would quit the bufy road,

To tafte a joy like that he had beftowed,

He proves lefs happy than his favoured brute,

A life of eafe a difficult purfuit.

Thought, to the man that never thinks, may feem

As natural as when afleep to dream;
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But reveries (for human minds will act)

Specious in fhow, impoffible in fact:,

Thofe flimfy webs, that break as foon as wrought,

Attain not to the dignity of thought

:

Nor yet the fwarms, that occupy the brain,

Where dreams of drefs, intrigue, and pleafure reign;

Nor fuch as ufelefs converfation breeds,

Or luft engenders, and indulgence feeds.

Whence, and what are we? to what end ordained?

What means the drama by the world fuftained ?

Bufinefs or vain amufement, care or mirth,

Divide the frail inhabitants of earth.

Is duty a mere fport, or an employ?

Life an intrufted talent, or a toy ?

Is there, as reafon, confcience, fcripture, fay,

Caufe to provide for a great future day,

When, earth's afTigned duration at an end,

Man fhall be fummoned and the dead attend?

The trumpet—will it found? the curtain rife?

And fhow the auguft tribunal of the fkies,

Where no prevarication fhall avail,

Where eloquence and artifice fhall fail,

The pride of arrogant diftinetions fall,

And confcience and our conduct judge us all ?

Pardon me, ye that give the midnight oil

To learned cares or philofophic toil,

Though I revere your honourable names.

Your ufeful labours and important aims,

E E
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And hold the world indebted to your aid,

Enriched with the difcoveries ye have made;

Yet let me fland excufed, if I efteem

A mind employed on fo fublime a theme,

Pufhing her bold inquiry to the date

And outline of the prefent tranfient ftate,

And, after poifing her adventurous wings,

Settling at laft upon eternal things,

Far more intelligent, and better taught

The ftrenuous ufe of profitable thought,

Than ye, when happieft, and enlightened moll,

And higher! in renown, can juftly boaft.

A mind unnerved, or indifpofed to bear

The weight of fubjecls worthieft of her care,

Whatever hopes a change of fcene infpires,

Muft change her nature, or in vain retires.

An idler is a watch, that wants both hands,

As ufelefs if it goes as when it ftands.

Books therefore, not the fcandal of the fhelves,

In which lewd fenfualifts print out themfelves;

Nor thofe, in which the ftage gives vice a blow,

With what fuccefs let modern manners fhow;

Nor his, who for the bane of thoufands born

Built God a church, and laughed his word to fcorn,

Skilful alike to feem devout and juft,

And flab religion with a fly fide-thruft;

Nvjr tlrfe of learned philologies, who chafe

A panting fyllable through time and fpace,
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Start it at home, and hunt it in the dark,

To Gaul, to Greece, and into Noah's ark;

But fuch as learning without falfe pretence,

The friend of truth, the affociate of found fenfe,

And fuch as in the zeal of good defign,

Strong judgment labouring in the fcripture mine,

All fuch as manly and great fouls produce,

Worthy to live, and of eternal ufe :

Behold in thefe what leifure hours demand,

Amufement and true knowledge hand in hand.

Luxury gives the mind a childifh calt,

And while fhe polifhes, perverts the tafte;

Habits of clofe attention, thinking heads,

Become more rare as diffipation fpreads,

Till authors hear at length one general cry,

Tickle and entertain us, or we die.

The loud demand, from year to year the fame.

Beggars invention and makes fancy lame,

Till farce itfelf, moft mournfully jejune,

Calls for the kind affiftance of a tune;

And novels (witnefs every month's review)

Belie their name, and offer nothing new.

The mind, relaxing into needful fport,

Should turn to writers of an abler fort,

Whofe wit well managed, and whole clafTic ftyle,

Give truth a luftre, and make wifdom fmile.

Friends (for I cannot fiint, as fome have done,

Too rigid in my view, that name to one;

e e 2
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Though one, I grant it, in the generous breaft

Will ftand advanced a ltcp above the reft:

Flowers by that name promifcuoufly we call,

But one, the rofe, the regent of them all)

—

Friends, not adopted with a fchool-boy's hade,

But chofen with a nice difcerning tafle,

Well-born, well-difciplined, who, placed apart

From vulgar minds, have honour much at heart,

And, though the world may think the ingredients odd,

The love of virtue, and the fear of God!

Such friends prevent what eKe would foon fucceed,

A temper ruftic as the life we lead,

And keep the polifh of the manners clean,

As their's, who buftle in the bufieft fcene

;

For folitude, however fome may rave,

Seeming a fancluary, proves a grave,

A fepulchre, in which the living lie,

Where all good qualities grow tick and die.

I praife the Frenchman*, his remark was fhrewd

—

How fvveet, how palling fweet, is folitude !

But grant me Hill a friend in my retreat,

Whom I may whifper—folitude is fweet.

Yet neither thefe delights, nor aught befide,

That appetite can afk, or wealth provide,

Can fave us always from a tedious day,

Or fhine the dulnefs of ftill life away

;

* Bruyere.



RETIREMENT. 213

Divine communion, carefully enjoyed,

Or fought with energy muft fill the void.

Oh facred art, to which alone life owes

Its happieft feafons, and a peaceful clofe,

Scorned in a world, indebted to that fcorn

For eyils daily felt and hardlv borne,

Not knowing thee, we reap with bleeding hands

Flowers of rank odour upon thorny lands,

And, while experience cautions us in vain,

Grafp feeming happinefs, and find it pain.

Defpondence, feJf-deferted in her grief,

Loft by abandoning her own relief,

Murmuring and ungrateful difcontent,

That fcorns afflictions mercifully meant,

Thofe humours tart as wine upon the fret,

Which idlenefs and wearinefs beget;

Thefe, and a thoufand plagues, that haunt the breaft,

Fond of the phantom of an earthly reft,

Divine communion chafes, as the day

Drives to their dens the obedient beafts of prey.

See Judah's promifed king, bereft of all,

Driven out an exile from the face of Saul,

To diftant caves the lonely wanderer flies,

To feek that peace a tyrant's frown denies.

Hear the fweet accents of his tuneful voice,

Hear him, overwhelmed with forrow, yet rejoice;

No womanifh or wailing grief has part,

No, not a moment, in his royal heart;
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'Tis manly mufic, fuch as martyrs make,

Suffering with gladnefs for a Saviour's lake;

His foul exults, hope animates his lays,

The fenfe of mercy kindles into praife.

And wilds, familiar with a lion's roar,

Ring- with ecftatic founds unheard before:

"Tis love like his, that can alone defeat

The foes of man, or make a defert fweet.

Religion does not cenfure or exclude

Unnumbered pleafures harmlefsly purfued;

To ftudy culture, and with artful toil

To meliorate and tame the ftubborn foil;

To give diffimilar yet fruitful lands

The grain, or herb, or plant, that each demands;

To cherifh virtue in an humble ftate,

And fbare the joys your bounty may create;

To mark the matchlefs workings of the power,

That fhuts within its feed the future flower,

Bids thefe in elegance of form excel,

In colour thefe, and thofe delight the fmell,

Sends nature forth the daughter of the ikies,

To dance on earth, and charm all human eyes;

To teach the canvafs innocent deceit,

Or lav the landfcape on the fnowy meet

—

Thefe, thefe are arts purfued without a crime,

That leave no ftain upon the wing of time.

Me poetry (or rather notes that aim

Feebly and vainly at poetic fame)
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Employs, fruit out from more important view;

Fall: bv the banks of the flow winding Oufe;

Content if thus fequeftered I may raife

A monitors, though not a poet's praile,

And while I teach an art too little known,

To clofe life wifely, may not wafte my own.



THE

YEARLY DISTRESS,

OR

TITHING-TIME AT STOCK IN ESSEX.

Vcrfes addreffed to a Country Clergyman complaining of the difagreeablenefs of the day annually

appointed for receiving the Dues at the Parfonage.

Come, ponder well, for 'tis no jeft,

To laugh it would be wrong,

The troubles of a worthy priefl

The burden of my fong.

This prieft he merry is and blithe

Three quarters of the year,

But oh! it cuts him like a tithe,

When tithing time draws near.

He then is full of fright and fears,

As one at point to die,

And long before the day appears

He heaves up many a figh.
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For then the farmers come jog, jog,

Along the miry road,

Each heart as heavy as a log,

To make their payments good.

In footh, the forrow of fuch days

Is not to be exprefTed,

When he that takes and he that pays

Are both alike diftrefTed.

Now all, unwelcome, at his gates

The clumfy fwains alight,

With rueful faces and bald pates

—

He trembles at the fight.

And well he may, for well he knows

Each bumpkin of the clan,

Inftead of paying what he owes,

Will cheat him if he can.

So in they come—each makes his leg,

And flings his head before,

And looks as if he came to beg,

And not to quit a fcore.

* And how does mifs and madam do,

* The little boy and all?

' All tight and well. And how do you,

' Good Mr.What-d'ye-call?'

F F
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The dinner comes, and down they fit:

Were ever fuch hungry folk?

There's little talking, and no wit;

It is no time to joke.

One wipes his nofe upon his fleeve,

One fpits upon the floor,

Yet, not to give offence or grieve,

Holds up the cloth before.

The punch goes round, and they are dull

And lumpifh ftill as ever;

Like barrels with their bellies full,

They only weigh the heavier.

At length the bufy time begins,

' Come, neighbours, we muft wag—

'

The money chinks, down drop their chins.

Each lugging out his bag.

One talks of mildew and of froit,

And one of norms of hail,

And one of pigs, that he has loft

By maggots at the tail.

Quoth one, ' A rarer man than you

4 In pulpit none fhall hear:

1 But yet methinks, to tell you true,

4 You fell it plaguy dear.'
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Oh, why are farmers made fo coarfe,

Or clergy made fo fine

!

A kick that fcaice would move a horfe,

May kill a found divine.

Then let the boobies flay at home;

'Twould coft him, I dare fay,

Lefs trouble taking twice the fum,

Without the clowns that pay.

SONNET
ADDRESSED TO HENRY COWPER, ESQ.

On his emphatical and interefting Delivery of the Defence of Warren Hastings, Efq.

in the Houfe of Lords.

Cowper, whofe filver voice, tafked fometimes hard,

Legends prolix delivers in the ears

(Attentive when thou readcfl) of England's peers,

Let verfe at length yield thee thy juft reward.

Thou wall not heard with drowfy difregard,

Expending late on all that lengih of plea

Thy generous powers, but filence honoured thee

Mute as ever gazed on Orator or Bard.

f f 2
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Thou art not voice alone, but haft befide

Both heart and head; and could'ft with muftc fweet

Of Attic phrafe and fenatorial tone,

Like thy renowned forefathers, far and wide

Thy fame diffufe, praifed not for utterance meet

Of others fpeech, but magic of thy own*

LINES
ADDRESSED TO DR. DARWIN,

Author of the " Botanic Garden."

Two Poets,# (poets, by report,

Not oft fo well agree)

Sweet Harmonift of Flora's court

!

Confpire to honour Thee.

They beft can judge a poet's worth,

Who oft themfelves have known

The pangs of a poetic birth

By labours of their own.

We therefore pleafcd extol thy fong,

Though various yet complete,

Rich in embellifhment as ftrong,

And learned as it is fweet.

Alluding to the poem by Mr. Hayley, which accompanied this.
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No envy mingles with our praife,

Though, could our hearts repine

At any poet's happier lays,

They would—they muft at thine.

But we, in mutual bondage knit

Of friendftiip's clofeft tie,

Can gaze on even Darwin's wit

With an unjaundiced eye;

And deem the bard, whoever he be,

And howfoever known,

Who would not twine a wreath for Thee,

Unworthy of his own.

ON

MRS. MONTAGUE'S

FEATHER HANGINGS.

The Birds put off their every hue

To drefs a room for Montague.

The Peacock fends his heavenly dyes,

His rainbows and his Jlarry eyes ;

The Pheafant, plumes, which round infold

His mantling neck with downy gold;
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The Cock, his arched tail's azure {how

;

And, river blanched, the Swan, his fhow.

All tribes befide of Indian name,

That gloiTy fhine or vivid flame,

Where rifes and where fets the day,

Whatever they boaft of rich and gay,

Contribute to the gorgeous plan,

Proud to advance it all they can.

This plumage neither dafhing fhower,

Nor blafts, that fhake the dripping bower,

Shall drench again or difcompofe,

But fcreened from every norm that blows,

It boafts a fplendour ever new,

Safe with protecting Montague.

To the fame patronefs refort,

Secure of favour at her court,

Strong genius, from whofe forge of thought

Forms rife, to quick perfection wrought,

Which, though new-born, with vigour move,

Like Pallas fpringing armed from Jove

—

Imagination fcattering round

Wild rofes over furrowed ground,

Which Labour of his frown beguile

—

And teach Philofophy a fmile

—

Wit flaming on Religion's fide,

Whofe fires to facred Truth applied,

The gem, though luminous before,

Obtrude on human notice more,
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Like fun-beams on the golden height

Of fome tall temple playing bright

—

Well-tutored Learning, from his books,

Difmifled with grave, not haughty, looks,

Their order on his fhelves exact,

Not more harmonious or compact

Than that, to which he keeps confined

The various treafures of his mind

—

All thefe to Montague's repair,

Ambitious of a fhelter there.

There Genius, Learning, Fancy, Wit,

The ruffled plumage calm refit,

(For flormy troubles louden: roar

Around their flight who highefi foar)

And in her eye, and by her aid,

Shine fafe without a fear to fade.

She thus maintains divided fway

With yon bright regent of the day;

The Plume and Poet both we know

Their luftre to his influence owe;

And fhe the works of Phoebus aiding,

Both Poet faves and Plume from fading.



VERSES
Suppofed to be written by Alexander Selkirk, during his folitary abode in the ifland of

Juan Fernandez.

I.

I am monarch of all I furvey,

My right there is none to difpute;

From the centre all round to the fea,

I am lord of the fowl and the brute.

Oh folitude! where are the charms,

That fages have feen in thy face ?

Better dwell in the midll of alarms,

Than reign in this horrible place.

ii.

I am out of humanity's reach,

I rauft finifh my journey alone,

Never hear the fweet mufic of fpeech,

I rlart at the found of my own.

The beafrs, that roam over the plain,

My form with indifference fee;

They are fo unacquainted with man,

Their tamenefs is fhocking to me.

in.

Society, friendship, and love,

Divinely beftowed upon man,

Oh, had I the wings of a dove,

How foon would I taiie you again!
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My forrows I then might afTuage

In the ways of religion and truth,

Might learn from the wifdom of age,

And be cheered by the fallies of youth.

IV.

Religion! what treafure untold

Refides in that heavenly word I

More precious than iijver and gold,

Or all that this earth can afford.

But the found of the church-going bell

Thefe vallies and rocks never heard,

Never fighed at the found of a knell,

Or fmiled when a fabbath appeared.

v.

Ye winds, that have made me your fport,

Convev to this defolate fhore

Some cordial endearing report

Of a land, I mail vifit no more.

My friends, do they now and then fend

A wifh or a thought after me?
O tell me I yet have a friend,

Though a friend I am never to fee.

VI.

How fleet is a glance of the mind!

Compared with the fpeed of its flight,

The tempeft itfelf lags behind,

And the fwift winged arrows of light.

G G
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When I think of my own native land.

In a moment I feem to be there;

But alas! recollection at hand

Soon hurries me back to defpair.

VII.

But the fea-fowl is gone to her neft,

The beait is laid down in his lair;

Even here is a fealbn of reft,

And I to my cabin repair.

There's mercy in every place,

And mercy, encouraging thought!

Gives even affliction a grace,

And reconciles man to his lot.

ON THE PROMOTION OF

EDWARD THURLOW, ESQ,

TO THE LORD HIGH CHANCELLORSHIP OF ENGLAND.

I.

Round Thurlow's head in early youth,

And in his fportive days,

Fair fcience poured the light of truth,

And genius ihed his rays.
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II.

See ! with united wonder cried

The experienced and the fage,

Ambition in a boy fupplied

With all the fkill of age!

in.

Difcernment, eloquence, and grace

Proclaim him born to fway

The balance in the higher! place,

And bear the palm away.

IV.

The praife beftowed was juft and wife;

He fprang impetuous forth

Secure of conqueft, where the prize

Attends fuperior worth.

v.

So the beft courfer on the plain

Ere yet he flarts is known,

And does but at the goal obtain

What all had deemed his own.

G G 2



ODE TO PEACE.

Come, peace of mind, delightful gueft!

Return and make thy downy neft

Once more in this fad heart:

Nor riches I nor power purfue,

Nor hold forbidden joys in view

;

We therefore need not part.

ii.

Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me,

From avarice and ambition free,

And pleafure's fatal wiles?

For whom, alas doft thou prepare

The fweets, that I was wont to fhare,

The banquet of thy fmiles ?

Hi.

The great, the gay, mall they partake

The heaven, that thou alone canft make ?

And wilt thou quit the ftream,

That murmurs through the dewy mead,

The grove and the fequeftered fhed,

To be a gueft with them ?
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IV.

For thee I panted, thee I prized,

For thee I gladly facrificed

Whatever I loved before ;

And mall I fee thee ftart away,

And helplefs, hopelefs, hear tl.ee fay-

Farewell I we meet no more ?

HUMAN FRAILTY,

i.

Weak and irrefolute is man;

The purpofe of to-day,

Woven with pains into his plan,

To-morrow rends away.

ii.

The bow well bent, and fmart the ipring,

Vice feems already flain

;

But paffion rudely fnaps the firing,

And it revives again.

in.

Some foe to his upright intent

Finds out his weaker part;

Virtue engages his affent,

But pleafure wins his heart.
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IV.

Tis here the folly of the wife

Through all his art we view;

And, while his tongue the charge denies,

His confcience owns it true.

v.

Bound on a voyage of awful length

And dangers little known,

A ftranger to fuperior ftrength,

Man vainly trufts his own.

VI.

But oars alone can ne'er prevail

To reach the diftant coaft;

The breath of heaven muft fwell the fail,

Or all the toil is loft.

THE MODERN PATRIOT.

i.

Rebellion is my theme all day;

I only wifh 'twould come

(As who knows but perhaps it may?)

A little nearer home.
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II.

Yon roaring boys, who rave and fight

On t'other fide the Atlantic,

I always held them in the right,

But moft fo when moft frantic.

in.

When lawlefs mobs infult the court,

That man mail be my toaft,

If breaking windows be the fport,

Who bravely breaks the moft.

IV.

But oh! for him my fancy culls

The choiceft flowers fhe bears,

Who conftitutionally pulls

Your houfe about your ears.

v.

Such civil broils are my delight,

Though fome folks can't endure them,

Who fay the mob are mad outright,

And that a rope muft cure them.

VI.

A rope! I wifh we patriots had

Such firings for all who need 'em

—

What ! hang a man for going mad ?

Then farewell Britifh freedom.



ON OBSERVING

SOME NAMES OE LITTLE NOTE

RECORDED IN

THE BIOGRAPHIA BRITANNICA.

Oh, fond attempt to give a deathlefs lot

To names ignoble, born to be forgot

!

In vain, recorded in hiftoric page,

Tbey court the notice of a future age :

Thofe twinkling tiny luftres of the land

Drop one by one from Fame's neglecting hand;

Lethaean gulphs receive them as they fall,

And dark oblivion foon abforbs them all.

So when a child, as playful children ufe,

Has burnt to tinder a ftale laft year's news,

The flame extinct, he views the roving fire

—

There goes my lady, and there goes the fquire,

There goes the parfon, oh ! illuftrious fpark,

And there, fcarce lefs illuftrious, goes the clerk!



REPORT
OF AN ADJUDGED CASE NOT TO BE FOUND IN ANY

OF THE BOOKS.

I.

Between Nofe and Eyes a ftrange conteft arofe,

The fpectacles fet them unhappily wrong;

The point in difpute was, as all the world knows,

To which the faid fpedtacles ought to belong.

ii.

So Tongue was the lawyer, and argued the caufe

With a great deal of fkill, and a wig full of learning;

While chief baron Ear fat to balance the laws,

So famed for his talent in nicely difcerning.

in.

In behalf of the Nofe it will quickly appear,

And your lordfhip, he faid, will undoubtedly find

That the nofe has had fpe&acles always in wear,

Which amounts to pofTeflion time out of mind.

IV.

Then holding the fpectacles up to the court

—

Your lordfhip obferves they are made with a flraddle.

As wide as the ridge of the nofe is ; in fhort,

Defigned to lit clofe to it, juft like a faddle.

H H
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V.

Again, would your lorclfliip a moment fuppofe

("Tis a cafe that has happened, and may be again)

That the vifage or countenance had not a Nofe.

Pray who would, or who could, wear fpe&acles then?

VI.

On the whole it appears, and my argument mows

With a reafoning, the court will never condemn,

That the fpe6tacles plainly were made for the Nofe,

And the Nofe was as plainly intended for them.

VII.

Then fhifting his fide, (as a lawyer knows how)

He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes:

But what were his arguments few people know,

For the court did not think they were equally wife.

VIII.

So his lordfhip decreed with a grave folemn tone,

DeciuVe and clear without one if or but

—

That, whenever the nofe put his fpectacles on,

By day-light or candle-light—Eyes mould be fhut!



ON THE

BURNING OF LORD MANSFIELD'S LIBRARY,

TOGETHER WITH HIS MSS.

By the Mob, in the month of June, 1 780.

I.

So then—the Vandals of our ifle,

Sworn foes to fenfe and Jaw,
Have burnt to dun; a nobler pile

Than ever Roman faw!

ii.

And Murray fighs over Pope and Swift,
And many a treafure more,

The well-judged purchafe and the gift,
That graced his lettered frore.

in.

Their pages mangled, burnt, and torn,
The lofs was his alone;

But ages yet to come fhall mourn
The burning of his own.

h h 2



ON THE SAME,

i.

When wit and genius meet their doom

In all devouring flame,

They tell us of the fate of Rome,

And bid us fear the fame.

ii.

Over Murray's lofs the mufes wept,

They felt the rude alarm,

Yet blefled the guardian care, that kept

His facred head from harm.

in.

There memory, like the bee, that's fed

From Flora's balmy ftore,

The quinteffence of all he read

Had treafured up before.

IV.

The lawlefs herd, with fury blind,

Have done him cruel wrong;

The flowers are gone—but ftill we find

The honey on his tongue.



THE

LOVE OF THE WORLD REPROVED;

OR,

HYPOCRISY DETECTED*.

Thus fays the prophet of the Turk,

Good muftfulman abftain from pork;

There is a part in every fwine

No friend or follower of mine

May tafte, whatever his inclination,

On pain of excommunication.

Such Mahomet's myfterious charge,

And thus he left the point at large.

Had he the finful part exprefted,

They might with fafety eat the reft;

But for one piece they thought it hard

From the whole hog to be debarred;

And fet their wit at work to find

What joint the prophet had in mind.

Much controverfy ftmight arofe,

Thefe chofe the back, the belly thofe;

* It may be proper to inform the reader that this piece has already appeared in print, having

found its way, though with fome unneceflary additions by an unknown hand, into the Leeds

Journal, without the author's privity.



238 HYPOCRISY DETECTED.

By fome 'tis confidently faid

He meant not to forbid the head;

While others at that doctrine rail,

And piouily prefer the tail.

Thus confcience freed from every clog,

Mahometans eat up the hog.

You laugh
—

'tis well—the tale applied

May make you laugh on t'other fide.

Renounce the world—the preacher cries.

We do—a multitude replies.

While one as innocent regards

A fnug and friendly game at cards;

And one, whatever you may fay,

Can fee no evil in a play;

Some love a concert, or a race;

And others mooting, and the chafe.

Reviled and loved, renounced and followed,

Thus, bit by bit, the world is fvvallowed;

Each thinks his neighbour makes too free.

Yet likes a flice as well as he:

With fophiftry their fauce they fweeten,

Till quite from tail to fnout 'tis eaten.



ON

THE DEATH
OF

Mrs. (now Lady) Throckmorton's

BULFINCH.

Ye nymphs ! if e'er your eyes were red

With tears o'er haplefs favourites fhed,

O fhare Maria's grief !

Her favourite, even in his cage,

(What will not hungers cruel rage?)

AfTafTined by a thief.

Where Rhenus ftrays his vines among,

The egg was laid from which he fprung,

And though by nature mute,

Or only with a whittle bleft,

Well-taught he all the founds exprefs'd

Of flagelet or flute.

The honours of his ebon poll

Were brighter than the fleekelt mole,

His bofom of the hue

With which Aurora decks the fkies,

When piping winds fhall foon arife

To fweep up all the dew.
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Above, below, in all the houfe,

Dire foe alike to bird and moufe,

No cat had leave to dwell;

And Bully's cage fupported flood

On props of fmootheft-maven wood,

Large-built and latticed well.

Well-latticed—but the grate, alas!

Not rough with wire of fteel or brafs,

For Bully's plumage fake,

But fmooth with wands from Oufe's fide,

With which, when neatly peeled and dried,

The fwains their bafkets make.

Night veiled the pole. All feemed fecurc

When led by inftincl: fharp and fure,

Subfiftence to provide,

A beaft forth fallied on the fcout,

Long-backed, long-tailed, with whifkered fnout,

And badger-coloured hide.

He, entering at the fludy-door,

Its ample area 'gan explore;

And fomething in the wind

Conjectured, fniffing round and round,

Better than all the books he found,

Food chiefly for the mind.
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Juft then by adverfe fate impreffed,

A dream difturbed poor Bully's*"refl;

In fleep he feemed to view

A rat, fafl clinging to the cage,

And fcreaming at the fad prefage,

Awoke and found it true.

For, aided both by ear and fcent,

Right to his mark the monflcr went

—

Ah mufe ! forbear to fpeak

Minute the horrors that enfued;

His teeth were firong, the cage was wood

—

He left poor Bully's beak.

He left it—but he mould have ta'en;

That beak, whence iflued many a {train

Of fuch mellifluous tone,

Might have repaid him well, I wote,

For filencing fo fweet a throat,

Faft let within his own,

Maria weeps—The Mufes mourn

—

So, when by Bacchanalians, torn,

On Thracian Hebrus' fide

The tree-enchanter Orpheus fell!

His head alone remained to tell

The cruel death he died.

i i



T*II E ROSE.

The rofe had been vvaflied, juft warned in a fliower,

Which Mary to Anna conveyed,

The plentiful moifture incumbered the flower,

And weighed down its beautiful head.

The cup was all filled, and the leaves were all wet r

And it feemed to a fanciful view,

To weep for the buds it had left with regret,

On the flourifhing bufh where it grew.

I baftily feized it, unfit as it was,

For a nofegay, fo dripping and drowned,

And fwinging it rudely, too rudely, alas!

I fnapped it, it fell to the ground.

And fuch, I exclaimed, is the pitilefs part

Some act by the delicate mind,

Regardlefs of wringing and breaking a heart,

Already to forrow refigned.

This elegant rofe, had I fhaken it lefs,

Might have bloomed with its owner a while.

And the tear, that is wiped with a little addrcis,

May be followed perhaps by a fmile.



THE DOVES.

i.

Reasoning at every ftep he treads,

Man yet miftakes his way,

While meaner things, whom inftinct leads,

Are rarely known to ftray.

ii.

One filent eve I wandered late,

And heard the voice of love;

The turtle thus addreffed her mate,

And foothed the liflening dove;

in.

Our mutual bond of faith and truth

No time mall difengage,

Thofe blefTings of our early youth

Shall cheer our lateft age:

IV.

While innocence without difguife,

And conftancy fincere,

Shall fill the circles of thofe eyes,

And mine can read them there;

i i 2
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V.

Thofe ills that wait on all below,

Shall ne'er be felt by me,

Or gently felt, and only fo,

As being fhared with thee.

VI.

When lightnings flam among the trees*

Or kites are hovering near,

I fear left thee alone they feize,

And know no other fear.

VII.

"lis then I feel myfelf a wife,

And prefs thy wedded fide,

Refolved an union formed for life

Death never mail divide.

VIII.

But oh! if fickle and unchafle,

(Forgive a tranfient thought)

Thou could become unkind at laftv

And fcorn thy prefent lot,

IX.

No need of lightning from on high,

Or kites with cruel beak;

Denied the endearments of thine eye,

This widowed heart would break.
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X.
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Thus fang the fweet fequeftered bird,

Soft as the paffing wind,

And I recorded what I heard,

A leffon for mankind.

A FABLE.

A raven, while with glofly breaft

Her new-laid eggs fhe fondly prefTed,

And on her wicker-work high mounted,

Her chickens prematurely counted,

(A fault philofophers might blame

If quite exempted from the fame)

Enjoyed at eafe the genial day;

'Twas April as the bumpkins fay,

The legiflature called it May.

But fuddenly a wind as high,

As ever fwept a winter fky,

Shook the young leaves about her ears,

And filled her with a thoufand fears,

Left the rude blaft fhould fnap the bough.

And fpread her golden hopes below.

But juft at eve the blowing weather,

And all her fears were hufhed together:
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And now, quoth poor unthinking Ralph,

'Tis over, and the brood is fafe;

(For ravens, though as birds of omen

They teach both conjurers and old women

To tell us what is to befal,

Can't propriety themfelves at all.)

The morning came when neighbour Hodge.

Who long had marked her airy lodge.

And deftined all the treafure there

A gift to his expecting fair,

Climbed like a fquirrel to his dray,

And bore the worthleis prize away.

MORAL.

'Tis Frovidence alone fecures

In every change both mine and your's:

Safety confifts not in efcape

From dangers of a frightful fhape

;

An earthquake may be bid to fpare

The man, that's ftrangled by a hair.

Fate fteals along with filent tread,

Found ofteneft in what leaft we dread,

Frowns in the ftorm with angry brow,

But in the funfhine flrikes the blow.



A COMPARISON.

The Iapfe of time and rivers is the fame,

Both fpeed their journey with a refHefs ftrcam;

The filent pace, with which they fteal away,

No wealth can bribe, no prayers perfuade to ftay;

Alike irrevocable both when pari,

And a wide ocean fwallows both at laft.

Though each refemble each in every part,

A difference flrikes at length the muling heart

;

Streams never flow in vain; where ftreams abound,

How laughs the land with various plenty crowned!

But time, that fhould enrich the nobler mind,

Neglected leaves a dreary wafte behind.

ANOTHER.

ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY.

Srveet flream, that winds thro' yonder glade,

Apt emblem of a virtuous maid

—

Silent and chafte fhe fleals along,

Far from the world's gay bufy throng;
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With gentle yet prevailing force,

Intent upon her deftined courfe;

Graceful and ufeful all me does,

Blefling and bleft where'er fhe goes,

Pure-bofom'd as that watery glafs,

And heaven reflected in her face.

THE POET'S NEW-YEAR'S GIFT.

TO

MRS. (NOW LADY) THROCKMORTON.

Maria! I have every good

For thee wifhed many a time,

Both fad, and in a cheerful mood,

But never yet in rhime.

To wifh thee fairer is no need,

More prudent or more fprightly,

Or more ingenious, or more freed

From temper-flaws unfightly.

What favour then not yet pofTeffed

Can I for thee require,

In wedded love already bleft,

To thy whole heart's defire ?

•
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None here is happy but in part:

Full blifs is blifs divine;

There dwells fbme wifh in every heart,

And doubtlefs one in thine.

That wifh, on fome fair future day,

Which fate fhall brightly gild,

('Tis blamelefs, be it what it may)

I wifh it all fulfilled.

ODE TO APOLLO.

ON AN INK-GLASS ALMOST DRIED IN THE SUN.

Patron of all thofe lucklefs brains,

That to the wrong fide leaning

Indite much metre with much pains,

And little or no meaning.

Ah why, fince oceans, rivers, ftreams,

That water all the nations,

Pay tribute to thy glorious beams,

In conftant exhalations,

Why, fiooping from the noon of day,

Too covetous of drink,

Apollo, haft thou flolen away

A poet's v'rop of ink ?

K K
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Upborne into the viewlefs air.

It floats a vapour now,

Impelled through regions denfe and rare,

By all the winds that blow.

Ordained perhaps ere fummer flies,

Combined with millions more,

To form an Iris in the fkies,

Though black and foul before.

Illuftrious drop! and happy then

Beyond the happieft lot,

Of all that ever paft my pen,

So foon to be forgot

!

Phoebus, if fuch be thy defign,

To place it in thy bow,

Give wit, that what is left may fhine

With equal grace below.



PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED.

A FABLE.

I shall not alk Jean Jacques RoufTeau*,

If birds confabulate or no

;

Tis clear that they were always able

To hold difcourfe, at leaft in fable;

And e"en the child, who knows no better,

Than to interpret by the letter,

A ftory of a cock and bull,

Muft have a moll uncommon fkull.

It chanced then on a winter's day,

But warm and bright, and calm as May,

The birds conceiving a defign

To foreftal fweet St. Valentine,

In many an orchard, copfe, and grove,

Affembled on affairs of love,

And with much twitter and much chatter,

Began to agitate the matter.

At length a Bulfinch, who could boafl:

More years and wifdom than the mofc,

* It was one of the whimfical fpeculations of this philofopher, that all fables which afcribe

reafon and fpeech to animals fhould be withheld from children, as being only vehicles of

deception. But what child was ever deceived by them, or can be, againft the evidence of his

fenles :

K K 2
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Entreated, opening wide his beak,

A moment's liberty to fpeak;

And, filence publickly enjoined,

Delivered briefly thus his mind.

My friends 1 be cautious how ye treat

The fubjecl, upon which we meet, y

I fear we fhall have winter yet.

A Finch, whofe tongue knew no control,

With golden wing, and fatin poll,

A laft years bird, who ne'er had tried

What marriage means, thus pert replied.

Methinks the gentleman, quoth fhe,

Oppoflte in the apple-tree,

By his good will would keep us flngle

Till yonder heaven and earth fhall mingle,

Or (which is likelier to befall)

Till death exterminate us all.

I marry without more ado,

My dear Dick Redcap, what fay you?

Dick heard, and tweedling, ogling, bridling,

Turning fliort round, ftrutting and fideling,

Attefted, glad, kis approbation

Of an immediate conjugation.

Their fentiments fo well expreffed

Influenced mightily the reft, >>

All paired, and each pair built a neft. j

But though the birds were thus in hafte,

The leaves came on not quite fo faft,
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And deftiny that fometimes bears

An afpect ftern on man's affairs,

Not altogether fmiled on theirs.

The wind, of late breathed gently forth,

Now fhifted eaft and eaft by north;

Bare trees and fhrubs but ill, you know,

Could fhelter them from rain or fnow,

Stepping into their nefts they paddled,

Themfelves were chilled, their eggs were addled;

Soon every father bird and mother

Grew quarrelfome, and pecked each other,

Parted without the leaft regret,

Except that they had ever met,

And learned in future to be wifer,

Than to neglect a good advifer.

INSTRUCTION.

MhTes 1 the tale that I relate

This leflbn feems to carry

—

Choofe not alone a proper mate,

But proper time to marry.



THE DOG AND THE WATER-LILY.

NO. FABLE.

The noon was fhady, and foft airs

Swept Oufe's filent tide,

When, 'fcaped from literary cares,

I wandered on his fide.

My fpaniel, prettieft of his race,

And high in pedigree,

(Two nymphs* adorned with every grace

That fpaniel found for me)

Now wantoned loft in flags and reeds,

Now ftarting into fight

Purfued the fwallow o'er the meads

With fcarce a flower flight.

It was the time when Oufe difplayed

His lilies newly blown

;

Their beauties I intent furveyed,

And one I wifhed my own.

With cane extended far I fought

To fteer it clofe to land

;

But ftill the prize, though nearly caught,

Efcaped my eager hand.

* Sir Robert Gunning's daughters.
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Beau marked my unfuccefsful pains

With fixt considerate face,

And puzzling fat his puppy brains,

To comprehend the cafe.

But with a chirrup clear and ftrong,

Difperfing all his dream,

I thence withdrew, and followed long

The windings of the ftream.

My ramble finifhed, I returned.

Beau trotting far before

The floating wreath again difcerned,

And plunging left the fhore.

I faw him with that lily cropped

Impatient fwim to meet

My quick approach, and foon he dropped

The treafure at my feet.

Charmed with the fight, the world, I cried,.

Shall hear of this thy deed :

My dog fhall mortify the pride

Of man's fuperior breed:

But chief myfelf I will enjoin,.

Awake at duty's call,

To fhevv a love as prompt as thine

To Him who gives me all.



THE

POET, THE OYSTER, AND SENSITIVE PLANT.

An Oyfter, caft upon the more,

Was heard, though never heard before,

Complaining in a fpeech well worded,

And worthy thus to be recorded

—

Ah, haplefs wretch! condemned to dwell

For ever in my native ihell;

Ordained to move when others pleafe,

Not for my own content or eafe;

But toffed and buffeted about,

Nov/ in the water and now out.

'Twere better to be born a ftone,

Of ruder fhape and feeling none,

Than with a tendernefs like mine,

And fenfibilities fo fine

!

J envy that unfeeling fhrub,

Fait- rooted againft every rub.

The plant he meant grew not far off,

And felt the fneer with fcorn enough;

Was hurt, difgufted, mortified,

And with afperity replied.

When, cry the botanifts, and ftare,

Did plants called fenfitive grow there ?
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No matter when—a poet's mufe is

To make them grow jufl where me choofes.

You fhapelefs nothing in a difh,

You that are but almoft a fifh,

I (corn your coarfe infinuation,

And have moft plentiful occafion

To with myielf the rock I view,

Or fuch another dolt as you

:

For many a grave and learned clerk,

And many a gay unlettered fpark,

With curious touch examines me,

If I can feel as well as he

;

And when I bend, retire, and fhrink,

Says—Well, 'tis more than one would think!

Thus life is fpent (oh fie upon't!)

In being touched, and crying—Don't!

A poet, in his evening walk,

O'erheard and checked this idle talk.

And your fine fenfe, he faid, and your's,

Whatever evil it endures,

Deferves not, if fo foon offended,

Much to be pitied or commended.

Difputes, though fhort, are far too long,

Where both alike are in the wrong

;

Your feelings, in their full amount,

Are all upon your own account.

You, in your grotto-work enclofed,

Complain of being thus expofed
;

L L
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Yet nothing feel in that rough coat,

Save when the knife is at your throat,

Wherever driven by wind or tide,

Exempt from every ill befide.

And as for you, my Lady Squeamifh,

Who reckon every touch a blemifh,

If all the plants, that can be found

Embelliming the fcene around,

Should droop and wither where they grow,

You would not feel at all—not you.

The nobleft minds their virtue prove

By pity, fympathy, and love :

Thefe, thefe are feelings truly fine,

And prove their owner half divine.

His cenfure reached them as he dealt it,

And each by fhrinking fhowed he felt it.

THE SHRUBBERY.

WRITTEN IN A TIME OF AFFLICTION.

I.

Oh, happy fhades—to me unbleft

!

Friendly to peace, but not to me!

How ill the fcene that offers reft,

And heart, that cannot reft, agree!



THE SHRUBBERY.

II.

This glaffy ftream, that fpreading pine,

Thofe alders quivering to the breeze,
Might foothe a foul lefs hurt than mine,
And pleafe, if any thing could pleafe.

in.

But nx'd unalterable care

Foregoes not what fhe feels within,

Shows the fame fadnefs every where,
And flights the feafon and the feene.

IV.

For all that pleafed in wood or lawn
While peace pofTeffed thefe filent bowers,

Her animating fmile withdrawn,

Has loft its beauties and its powers.

v.

The faint or moralift mould tread

This mofs-grown alley muling flow;

They feek like me the fecret made,
But not like me to nourifh woe

!

VI.

Me fruitful fcenes and profpe&s wafte

Alike admonifh not to roam

;

Thefe tell me of enjoyments paft,

And thofe of forrows yet to come.

L L 2
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THE WINTER NOSEGAY.

T.

What nature, alas! has denied

To the delicate growth of our ifle,

Art has in a meafure fupplied,

And winter is decked with a fmile.

See, Mary, what beauties I bring

From the fhelter of that funny fhed,

Where the flowers have the charms of the fpring,

Though abroad they are frozen and dead.

n.

Tis a bower of Arcadian fweets,

Where Flora is ftill in her prime,

A fortrefs, to which me retreats

From the cruel aflaults of the clime.

While earth wears a mantle of fnow,

Thefe pinks are as frefh and as gay

As the faireft and fweeteft, that blow

On the beautiful bofom of May.

in.

See how they have fafely furvived

The frowns of a iky fo fevere;

Such Mary's true love, that has lived

Through many a turbulent year.
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The charms of the late blowing rofe

Seem graced with a livelier hue,

And the winter of forrow beft mows
The truth of a friend fuch as you.

MUTUAL FORBEARANCE

NECESSARY TO THE HAPPINESS OF THE MARRIED STATE.

The lady thus addrefTed her fpoufe

—

What a mere dungeon is this houfe!

By no means large enough; and was it,

Yet this dull room, and that dark clofet,

Thofe hangings with their worn-out graces,

Long beards, long nofes, and pale faces,

Are fuch an antiquated fcene,

They overwhelm me with the fpleen,

Sir Humphrey, mooting in the dark,

Makes anfwer quite beiide the mark:

No doubt, my dear, I bade him come,

Engaged myfelf to be at home,

And fhall expect him at the door,

Precifely when the clock ftrikes four.
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You are fo deaf the lady cried,

(And railed her voice, and frowned befide)

You are fo fadly deaf, my dear,

What fhall I do to make you hear?

Difmifs poor Harry! he replies;

Some people are more nice than wife,

For one flight trefpafs all this ftir?

What if he did ride whip and fpur,

'Twas but a mile—your favourite horfe

Will never look one hair the worfe.

Well, I proteft. 'tis paft all bearing

—

Child! I am rather hard of hearing

—

Yes, truly—one muft fcream and bawl,

I tell you, you can't hear at all!

Then, with a voice exceeding low,

No matter if you hear or no.

Alas! and is domeftic ftrife,

That foreft ill of human life,

A plague fo little to be feared,

As to be wantonly incurred,

To gratify a fretful paffion,

On every trivial provocation?

The kindeft and the happieft pair

Will find occalion to forbear;

And fomething, every day they live,

To pity, and perhaps forgive.

But if infirmities, that fall

In common to the lot of all,



MUTUAL FORBEARANCE. 203

A blemiih or a fenfe impaired,

Are crimes fo little to be fpared,

Then farewell all, that muft create

Tiie comfort of the wedded ftate;

Inftead of harmony, 'tis jar,

And tumult, and inteftine war.

The love, that cheers life's latefl ftage,

Proof againft ficknefs and old age,

Preferved by virtue from declenfion,

Becomes not weary of attention:

But lives, when that exterior grace,

Which firft infpired the flame decays.

'Tis gentle, delicate, and kind,

To faults companionate or blind,

And will with fympathy endure

Thofe evils, it would gladly cure

:

But angry, coarfe, and harm expreflion

Shows love to be a mere profeffion

;

Proves that the heart is none of his.

Or foon expels him if it is.



THE

NEGRO'S COMPLAINT.

Forced from home and all its pleafures,

Afric's coaft I left forlorn

;

To increafe a ftranojer's treafures,

O'er the raging billows borne.

Men from England bought and fold me,

Paid my price in paltry gold

;

But, though theirs they have enrolled me,

Minds are never to be fold.

Still in thought as free as ever,

What are England's rights, I afk,

Me from my delights to fever,

Me to torture, me to tafk ?

Fleecy locks and black complexion

Cannot forfeit nature's claim;

Skins may differ, but affection

Dwells in white and black the fame.

Why did all-creating nature

Make the plant, for which we toil ?

Sighs muft fan it, tears muft water,

Sweat of ours muft drefs the foil.
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Think, ye mailers iron-hearted,

Lolling at your jovial boards;

Think how many backs have fmarted

For the fweets, your cane affords.

Is there, as ye fometimes tell us,

Is there one, who reigns on high?

Has he bid you buy and fell us,

Speaking from his throne the fky?

Afk him, if your knotted fcourges,

Matches, blood-extorting fcrews,

x\re the means, which duty urges

Agents of his will to ufe ?

Hark! he anfwers—Wild tornadoes,

Strewing yonder fea with wrecks;

Wafting towns, plantations, meadows,

Are the voice, with which he fpeaks.

He, forefeeing what vexations

Afric's fons mould undergo,

Fixed their tyrants' habitations

Where his whirlwinds anfwer—no.

By our blood in Afric wafted,

Ere our necks received the chain;

By the miferies we have tafted,

Crofting in your barks the main;

M M
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By our fufferings, fince ye brought us

To the man-degrading mart

;

All luftained by patience, taught us

Only by a broken heart:

Deem our nation brutes no longer,

Till fome reafon ye mail find

Worthier of regard, and flronger

Than the colour of our kind.

Slaves of gold, whole fordid dealings

Tarnim all your boafted powers,

Prove that you have human feelings,

Ere you proudly queftion ours!

PITY FOR POOR AFRICANS.

Video meliora proboque

Deteriora fequor.

I own I am fhocked at the purchafe of flaves,

And fear thofe, who buy them and fell them, are knaves;*

"What I hear of their hardfhips, their tortures, and groans,

Is almofl enough to draw pity from ffones.
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I pity them greatly, but I muft be mum,

For how could we do without fugar and rum?

Efpecially fugar, fo needful we fee?

What give up our deferts, our coffee, and tea!

Befides, if we do, the French, Dutch, and Danes,

Will heartily thank us, no doubt, for our pains;

If we do not buy the poor creatures, they will,

And tortures and groans will be multiplied {till.

If foreigners likewife would give up the trade,

Much more in behalf of your wifh might be faid;

But, while they get riches by purchafing blacks,

Pray tell me why we may not alfo go macks?

Your fcruples and arguments bring to my mind

A ftory fo pat, you may think it is coined,

On purpofe to anfwer you out of my mint;

But I can affure you I law it in print.

A youngfter at fchool, more fedate than the reft,

Had once his integrity put to the teft;

His comrades had plotted an orchard to rob,

And afked him to go and aflift in the job.

He was fhocked, fir, like you, and anfwered—"Oh no!

What! rob our good neighbour! I pray you don't go;

Befides the man's poor, his orchard's his bread,

Then think of his children for they muft be fed."

M M 2
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"You fpeak very fine, and you. look very grave,

But apples we want, and apples we'll have

;

If you will go with us, you fhall have a fhare,

If not, you fhall have neither apple nor pear."

They fpoke, and Tom pondered—" I fee they will go:

Poor man! what a pity to injure him fo!

Poor man ! I would fave him his fruit if I cou'd,

But flaying behind will do him no good.

" If the matter depended alone upon me,

His apples might hang till they dropt from the tree;

But, fince they will take them, I think I'll go too,

He will lofe none by me, though I get a few."

His fcruples thus filenced, Tom felt more at eafe,

And went with his comrades the apples to feize;

He blamed and protefted, but joined in the plan:

He fhared in the plunder, but pitied the man.



THE

THE MORNING DREAM.

'Twas in the glad feafon of fpring,

Afleep at the dawn of the day,

I dreamed what I cannot but fing,

So pleafant it feemed as I lay.

I dreamed that on ocean afloat,

Far hence to the weftward I failed,

While the billows high-lifted the boat,

And the frefh -blowing breeze never failed.

In the fteerage a woman I faw,

Such at leaft was the form that me wore,

Whofe beauty imprefTed me with awe,

Ne'er taught me by woman before.

She fat, and a fhield at her fide

Shed light, like a fun on the waves,

And fmiling divinely, ihe cried

—

41
1 go to make Freemen of Slaves."

—

Then raifing her voice to a ftrain

The fweeteft, that ear ever heard,

She fung of the flave's broken chain,

Wherever her glory appeared.
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Some clouds, which had over us hung,

Fled, chafed by her melody clear,

And methought while fhe liberty fung,

'Twas liberty only to hear.

Thus fwiftly dividing the flood,

To a Have-cultured ifland we came,

Where a demon, her enemy, flood

—

Oppreflion his terrible name.

In his hand, as the fign of his fway,

A fcourge hung with lafhes he bore,

And flood looking out for his prey

From Africa's forrowful fliore.

But foon as approaching the land

That goddefs-like woman he view'd,

The fcourge he let fall from his hand,

With blood of his fubjeclis imbrued.

I faw him both ficken and die,

And the moment the monfler expired,

Heard fhouts, that afcended the iky,

From thoufands with rapture infpired.

Awaking;, how could I but mufe

At what fuch a dream fliould betide?

But foon my ear caught the glad news,

Which ferved my weak thought for a guide-
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That Britannia, renowned o'er the waves

For the hatred, Hie ever has fhown,

To the black-fceptered rulers of flaves,

Refolves to have none of her own.

THE

NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW-WORM.

A Nightingale, that all day long

Had cheered the village with his fong,

Nor yet at eve his note fufpended,

Nor yet when eventide was ended,

Began to feel, as well he might,

The keen demands of appetite;

When, looking eagerly around,

He fpied far off, upon the ground,

A fomething mining in the dark,

And knew the glow-worm by his fpark;

So, ftooping down from hawthorn top,

He thought to put him in his crop.

The worm, aware of his intent,

Harangued him thus, right eloquent

—

Did you admire my lamp, quoth he,

As much as I your minftrelfy,
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You would abhor to do me wrong,

As much as I to fpoil your fong

;

For 'twas the felf-fame power divine

Taught you to fing, and me to thine;

That you with mufic, I with light,

Might beautify and cheer the night.

The fongfter heard his fhort oration,

And warbling out his approbation,

Relealed him, as my ftory tells,

And found a fupper fomewhere elfe.

Hence jarring feclaries may learn

Their real intereft to difcern;

That brother mould not war w^ith brother,

And worry and devour each other;

But fing and thine by fweet confent,

Till life's poor tranfient night is fpent,

Refpecting in each other's cafe

The gifts of nature and of grace.

Thofe Chriftians ben: deferve the name,

Who ftudioufly make peace their aim

;

Peace, both the duty and the prize

Of him that creeps and him that flies.



ON A GOLDFINCH
STARVED TO DEATH IN HIS CAGE.

I.

Time was when I was free as air,

The thirties downy feed my fare,

My drink the morning dew;

I perched at will on every fpray,

My form genteel, my plumage gay,

My ftrains for ever new.

ii.

But gaudy plumage, fprightly {train,

And form genteel, were all in vain,

And of a transient date;

For caught and caged, and ftarved to death,

In dying fighs my little breath

Soon paffed the wiry grate.

III.

Thanks, gentle fwain, for all my woes,

And thanks for this effect.ual clofe,

And cure of every ill

!

More cruelty could none exprefs;

And I, If you had fhown me lefs,

Had been your prifoner full.

N N



THE

PINE-APPLE AND THE BEE.

The pine-apples, in triple row,

Were bafking hot, and all in blow;

A bee of mofi difcerning tafte

Perceived the fragrance as he pafTed,

On eager wing the fpoiler came,

And fearched for crannies in the frame,

Urged his attempt on every fide,

To every pane his trunk applied;

But ftill in vain, the frame was tight,

And only pervious to the light:

Thus having wafted half the day,

He trimmed his flight another way.

Methinks, I faid, in thee I find

The fin and madnefs of mankind.

To joys forbidden man afpires,

Confumes his foul with vain defires;

Folly the fpring of his purfuit,

And difappointment all the fruit,

While Cynthio ogles, as fhe paffes,

The nymph between two chariot glafles,

She is the pine-apple, and he

The filly unfuccefsful bee.
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The maid, who views with penfive air

The fhow-glafs fraught with glittering ware,

Sees watches, bracelets, rings, and lockets,

But fighs at thought of empty pockets;

Like thine, her appetite is keen,

But ah, the cruel glafs between I

Our dear delights are often fuch,

Expofed to view, but not to touch;

The fight our foolifh heart inflames,

We long for pine-apples in frames;

With hopelefs wifh one looks and lingers;

One breaks the glafs, and cuts his fingers;

But they whom truth and wifdom lead,

Can gather honey from a weed.

HORACE. Book the 2d. Ode the 10th.

i.

Receive, dear friend, the truths I teach,

So fhalt thou live bevond the reach

Of adverfe Fortune's power;

Not always tempt the diftant deep,

Nor always timoroufiy creep

Along the treacherous fhore.

N N 2
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II.

He, that holds fait the golden mean,

And lives contentedly between

The little and the great,

Feels not the wants, that pinch the poor,

Nor plagues, that haunt the rich man's door,

Imbittering all his ftate.

in.

The tallefi pines feel moft the power

Of wintry blafts; the loftieft tower

Conies heavier!: to the ground;

The bolts, that fpare the mountain's fide.

His cloud-capt eminence divide,

And fpread the ruin round.

IV.

The well informed philofopher

Rejoices with an wholefome fear,

And hopes, in fpite of pain

;

If winter bellow from the north,

Soon the fweet fpring comes dancing forth,

And nature laughs again.

v.

What if thine heaven be overcaft,

The dark appearance will not laft;

Expect a brighter fky.

The God, that firings the filver bow,

Awakes fometimes the mufes too,

And lays his arrows by.



A REFLECTION. 277

VI.

If hindrances obftruct thy way,

Thv magnanimity difplay,

And let thy flrength be feen

;

But oh! if Fortune fill thy fail

With more than a propitious gale,

Take half thy canvafs in.

A REFLECTION

ON THE FOREGOING ODE,

And is this all? Can reafon do no more

Than bid me fhun the deep, and dread the more?

Sweet moralifl! afloat on life's rough fea,

The Chriftian has an art unknown to thee.

He holds no parley with unmanly fears;

Where duty bids he confidently fleers,

Faces a thoufand dangers at her call,

And, trufting in his God, furmounts them all.



THE LILY AND THE ROSE.

i.

The nymph rauft lofe her female friend,

If more admired than me

—

But where will fierce contention end,

If flowers can difagree?

ii.

Within the garden's peaceful fcene

Appeared two lovely foes,

Afpiring to the rank of queen,

The Lily and the Rofe.

in.

The Rofe foon reddened into rage,

And, fwelling with difdain,

Appealed to many a poet's page,

To prove her right to reign.

IV.

The Lily's height befpoke command,

A fair imperial flower;

She feemed defigned for Flora's hand,

The fceptre of her power.
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V.

This civil bickering and debate

The goddefs chanced to hear,

And flew to fave, ere yet too late,

The pride of the parterre;

VI.

Yours is, fhe faid, the nobler hue,

And yours the ftatelier mien;

And, till a third furpafTes you,

Let each be deemed a queen.

VII.

Thus, foothed and reconciled, each feeks,

The fairefl Britifh fair

:

The feat of empire is her cheeks,

They reign united there.

IDEM LATINE REDDITUM.

i.

Heu inimicitias quoties parit aemula forma,

Quam raro pulchrae pulchra placere poteft?

Sed fines ultra folitos difcordia tendit,

Cum flores ipfos bilis et ira movent.
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II.

Hortus ubi dulces praebet tacitofque receflus,

Se rapit in partes gens animofa duas;

Hie fibi regales Amaryllis Candida cultus,

Illic purpureo vindicat ore Rofa.

ill.

Ira Rofam et mentis quaeflta luperbia tangunt,

Multaque ferventi vix cohibenda linu,

Dum fibi fautorum ciet undique nomina vatum,

Juique fuum, multo carmine fulta, probat.

IV.

Altior emicat ilia, et celfo vertice nutat,

Ceu flores inter non habitura parem,

Faftiditque alios, et nata videtur in urns

Imperii, fceptrum, Flora quod ipfa gerat.

v.

Nee Dea non fenlit civilis murmura rixae,

Cui curae eft piclas pandere ruris opes.

Deliciafque fuas nunquam non prompta tueri,

Dum licet et locus eft, ut tueatur, adeft.

VI.

Et tibi forma datur procerior omnibus, inquit,

Et tibi, principibus qui folet effe, color,

Et donee vincat quaedam formofior ambas,

Et tibi reginae nomen, et efto tibi.
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VII.

His ubi fedatus furor eft, petit utraque nympham,

Qualem inter Veneres Anglia fola parit

:

Hanc penes imperium eft, nihil optant amplius, hujus

Regnant in nitidis, et fine lite, genis.

THE POPLAR FIELD.

The poplars are felled, farewell to the fhade,

And the whifpering found of the cool colonade

;

The winds play no longer and fing in the leaves,

Nor Oufe on his bofom their image receives.

Twelve years have elapfed, fince I laft took a view

Of my favourite field, and the bank where they grew;

And now in the grafs behold they are laid,

And the tree is my feat, that once lent me a fhade.

The blackbird has fled to another retreat,

Where the hazels afford him a fcreen from the heat,

And the fcene, where his melody charmed me before,

Refounds with his fweet-nowing ditty no more.

o o
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My fugitive years are all halting away,

And I muft ere long lie as lowly as they,

With a turf on my breaft, and a ftone at my head,

Ere another fuch grove fhall arife in its ftead.

'Tis a fight to engage me, if any thing can,

To mufe on the perifhing pleafures of man

;

Though his life be a dream, his enjoyments, I fee,

Have a being lefs durable even than he*.

IDEM LATINE REDDITUM.

PopulejE cecidit gratiflima copia filvae,

Conticuere fufurri, omnifque evanuit umbra.

Nullae jam levibus fe mifcent frondibus aurae,

Et nulla in fluvio ramorum ludit imago.

Hei mihi! bis fenos dum luctu torqueor annos

His cogor filvis fuetoque carere recefTu,

Cum fero rediens, ftratafque in gramine cernens

Infedi arboribus, fub queis errare folebam.

* Mr. Cowper afterwards altered this lad ftanza in the following manner :

—

The change both my heart and my fancy employs,

I reflect on the frailty of man, and his joys

;

Short-lived as we are, yet our pleafures, we fee,

Have a ftill ftiorter date, and die fooner than we.
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Ah ubi nunc merulae cantus ? Felicior ilium

Silva tegit, durae nondum permiffa bipenni;

Scilicet exuftos colles campofque patentes

Odit, et indignans et non rediturus abivit.

Sed qui fuccifas doleo fuccidar et ipfe,

Et prius huic parilis quam creverit altera filva

Flebor, et, exequiis parvis donatus, habebo

Defixum lapidem tumulique cubantis acervum.

Tarn fubito periifTe videns tarn digna manere,

Agnofco humanas fortes et triftia fata

—

Sit licat ipfe brevis, volucrique iimillimus umbras,

Eft homini brevior citiufque obitura voluptas.

VOTUM.
O matutini rores, auraeque falubres,

O nemora, et laetae rivis felicibus herbas,

Graminei colles, et amaenae in vallibus umbrae

!

Fata modo dederint quas olim in rure paterno

Delicias, procul arte, procul formidine novi,

Quam vellem ignotus, quod mens mea femper avebat,

Ante larem proprium placidam expeclare fenec"tam,

Turn demiim, exaclis non infeliciter annis,

Sortiri taciturn lapidem, aut fub cefpite condi!

o o 2



CICINDELA.
BY VINCENT BOURNE.

Sub fepe exiguum eft, nee raro in margine ripae,

Reptile, quod lucet nocte, dieque latet,

Vermis habet fpeciem, fed habet de lumine Nomen;

At prifca a fama non liquet, unde micet.

Plerique a cauda credunt procedere lumen;

Nee defunt, credunt qui rutilare caput.

Nam fuperas ftellas quae nox accendit, et ill

r

Parcam eadem Lucem dat, moduloque parem.

Forfitan hoc prudens voluit Natura caveri,

Ne pede quis duro reptile contereret:

Exiguam, in tenebris ne grefTum offenderet ullus,

Praetendi voluit forfitan Ilia facem

Sive ufum hunc Natura parens feu maluit ilium

Haud fruftra accenfa eft Lux, radiique dati.

Ponite vos faftus, humiles nee fpernite, magni;

Quando habet et minimum reptile, quod niteat.



I. THE GLOW-WORM.
TRANSLATION OF THE ABOVE.

I.

Beneath the hedge, or near the ftream,

A worm is known to ftray;

That mows by night a lucid beam,

Which difappears by day.

ii.

Difputes have been, and ftill prevail.

From whence his rays proceed;

Some give that honour to his tail,

And others to his head.

in.

But this is fure—the hand of might,

That kindles up the Ikies,

Gives him a modicum of light

Proportioned to his fize.

IV.

Perhaps indulgent nature meant,

By luch a lamp beftowed,

To bid the traveller, as he went,

Be careful where he trod:
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V.

Nor crufh a worm, whofe ufeful light

Might ferve, however fmall,

To fhew a ftumbling ftone by night,

And lave him from a fall.

VI.

Whate'er fhe meant, this truth divine

Is legible and plain,

Tis power almighty bids him mine,

Nor bids him mine in vain.

VII.

Ye proud and wealthy, let this theme

Teach humbler thoughts to you,

Since fuch a reptile has its gem,

And boafts its fplendour too.

CORNICULA.
BY VINCENT BOURNE,

Nigras inter aves avis eft, quae plurima. turres,

Antiquas aedes, celfaque Fana colit.

Nil tarn fublime eft, quod non audace volatu,

Aeriis fpernens inferiora, petit.
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Quo nemo afcendat, cui inn vertigo cerebrum

Corripiat, certe hunc feligit ilia locum.

Quo vix a terra tu fufpicis abfque tremore,

Ilia metus expers incolumifque fedet.

Lamina delubri fupra faftigia, ventus

Qua cceli fpiret de regione, docet;

Hanc ea prae reliquis mavult, fecura pericli,

Nee curat, nedum cogitat, unde cadat.

Res inde humanas, fed fumma per otia, fpectat,

Et nihil ad fefe, quas videt, effe videt.

Concurfus fpectat, plateaque negotia in omni,

Omnia pro nugis at fapienter habet.

Clamores, quas infra audit, fi forfitan audit,

Pro rebus nihili negligit, et crocitat.

Ille tibi invideat, felix Cornicula, pennas,

Qui fie humanis rebus abeffe velit.

II. THE JACKDAW.
TRANSLATION OF THE ABOVE.

I.

There is a bird who by his coat,

And by the hoarfenefs of his note,

Might be fuppofed a crow;

A great frequenter of the church,

Where bitbop-like he finds a perch,

And dormitory too.
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II.

Above the fteeple mines a plate,

That turns and turns, to indicate

From what point blows the weather,

Look up—your brains begin to fwim,

'Tis in the clouds—that pleafes him.

He choofes it the rather.

in.

Fond of the fpeculative height,

Thither he wings his airy flight,

And thence fecurely fees

The buftle and the raree-fhow,

That occupy mankind below,

Secure and at his eafe.

IV.

You think, no doubt, he fits and mufes

On future broken bones and bruifes,

If he mould chance to fall.

No ; not a fingle thought like that

Employs his philofophic pate,

Or troubles it at all.

v.

He fees that this great roundabout

The world, with all its motley rout,

Church, army, phyfic, law,

Its cuftoms, and its bufinefTes,

Is no concern at all of his,

And fays—what fays he ?—Caw.
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VI.

Thrice happy bird! I too have feen

Much of the vanities of men;
And, fick of having feen 'em,

Would cheerfully thefe limbs refign

For fuch a pair of wings as thine,

And fuch a head between 'em.

AD GRILLUM

ANACREONTICUM.
BY VIHTCEBTT BOURNE.

O qui meae culinae

Argutulus Choraules,

Et Hofpes es canorus,

Quacunque commoreris,

Felicitatis omen;

Jucundiore cantu

Siquando me falutes,

Et ipfe te rependam,

Et ipfe, qua valebo,

Remunerabo mufa.

p p
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II.

Diceris innocenfque

Et gratus inquilinus;

Nee victitans rapinis,

Ut forices voraces,

Murefve curiofi,

Furumque delicatum

Vulgus domefticorum;

Sed tutus in camini

Receffibus, quiete

Contentus & calore.

hi.

Beatior Cicada,

Quae te referre forma,

Quae voce te videtur;

Et faltitans per herbas,

Unius, haud fecundae,

jEftatis eft Chorifta:

Tu carmen integratum

Reponis ad Decembrem,

Laetus per univerfum

Incontinenter annum.

IV.

Te nulla Lux relinquit,

Te nulla nox revilit,

Non Muficae vacantem,

Curiive non iblutum:
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Quin amplies canendo,

Quin amplies fruendo,

iEtatulam, vel omni,

Quam nos Homunciones

Abfumimus querendo,

iEtate longiorem.

III. THE CRICKET.

TRANSLATION OF THE ABOVE.

I.

Little inmate, full of mirth,

Chirping on my kitchen hearth,

Wherefoe'er be thine abode,

Always harbinger of good,

Pay me for thy warm retreat

With a fong more foft and fweet

;

In return thou fhalt receive

Such a ftrain as I can give.

ii.

Thus thy praife mail be expreft,

Inoffensive, welcome gueft!

While the rat is on the fcout,

And the moufe with curious fnout,

p p 2
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With what vermin elfe infeft

Every dim, and fpoil the beft;

Frifking thus before the fire,

Thou haft all thine heart's defire.

in.

Though in voice and fhape they be

Formed as if akin to thee,

Thou furpafTeft, happier far,

Happieft grafshoppers that are;

Theirs is but a fummer's fong,

Thine endures the winter long,

Unimpaired, and fhrill, and clear,

Melody throughout the year.

IV.

Neither night, nor dawn of day,

Puts a period to thy play:

Sing then—and extend thy fpan

Far beyond the date of man.

Wretched man, whofe years are fpent

In repining difcontent,

Lives not, aged though he be,

Half a fpan, compared with thee.



SIMILE AGIT IN SIMILE,

BY VINCENT BOURNE.

Christatus, piclifque ad Thaida Pfittacus alls,

Minus ab Eoo munus amante venit.

Ancillis mandat primam formare loquelam,

Archididafcaliae dat fibi Thais opus.

Pfittace, ait Thais, fingitque fonantia molle

Bafia, quae docilis molle refingit Avis.

Jam captat, jam dimidiat Tyrunculus; & jam

Integrat auditos articulatque fonos.

Pfittace mi pulcher pulchelle, Hera dicit alumno;

Pfittace mi pulcher, reddit alumnus Herae.

Jamque canit, ridet, deciefque aegrotat in hori,

Et vocat ancillas nomine quamque fuo.

Multaque fcurratur mendax, & multa jocatur,

Et lepido populum detinet augurio.

Nunc tremulum illudet Fratrem, qui fufpicit, 8c Pol!

Carnalis, quifquis te docet, inquit, Homo eft;

Argutae nunc ftridet anus argutulus inftar;

Refpicit, & nebulo es, quifquis es, inquis Anus.

Quando fu.it melior Tyro, meliorve Magiftra!

Quando duo ingeniis tarn coiere pares!

Ardua difcenti nulla eft, res nulla docenti

Ardua; cum doceat Faemina, difcat Avis.



IV. THE PARROT,

TRANSLATION OF THE. ABOVE.

In painted plumes fuperbly dreft,

A native of the gorgeous eaft,

By many a billow toft;

Poll gains at length the Britifh more,

Part of the captain's precious ftore,

A prefent to his toaft.

ii.

Belinda's maids are foon preferred

To teach him now and then a word,

As Poll can mafter it;

But 'tis her own important charge

To qualify him more at large,

And make him quite a wit.

in.

Sweet Poll! his doating miftrefs cries,

Sweet Poll! the mimic bird replies,

And calls aloud for fack.

She next inftructs him in the kifs;

'Tis now a little one, like Mifs;

And now a hearty fmack.
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IV.

At firft he aims at what he hears;

And, liftening clofe with both his ears,

Juft catches at the found;

But foon articulates aloud,

Much to the amufement of the crowd,

And ftuns the neighbours round.

v.

A querulous old woman's voice

His humorous talent next employs,

He fcolds and gives the lie.

And now he fings, and now is lick,

Here Sally, Sufan, come, come quick,

Poor Poll is like to die!

VI.

Belinda and her bird! 'tis rare

To meet with fuch a well matched pair,

The language and the tone,

Each character in every part

Suftained with fo much grace and art,

And both in unifon.

VII.

When children flrft begin to fpell,

And Hammer out a.fyllable,

We think them tedious creatures:

But difficulties loon abate,

When birds are to be taught to prate,

And women are the teachers.



THE

DIVERTING HISTORY

OF

JOHN GILPIN-,

SHOWING HOW HE WENT FARTHER THAN HE INTENDED,

AND CAME SAFE HOME AGAIN.

John Gilpin was a citizen

Of credit and renown,

A train-band captain eke was he

Of famous London town.

John Gilpin's fpoufe faid to her dear,

Though wedded we have been

Thefe twice ten tedious years, yet we

No holiday have feen.

To-morrow is our wedding day,

And we will then repair

Unto the Bell at Edmonton

All in a chaife and pair.

My lifter and my fitter's child,

Myfelf and children three,

Will fill the chaife; fo you muft ride

On horfeback after we.
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He foon replied, I do admire

Of womankind but one,

And you are me, my deareft dear,

Therefore it fhall be done.

I am a linen-draper bold,

As all the world doth know,

And my good friend the calender

Will lend his horfe to go.

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin, That's well faid;

And for that wine is dear,

We will be furnifhed with our own,

Which is both bright and clear.

John Gilpin kifTed his loving wife;

O'erjoyed was he to find

That, though on pleafure fhe was bent,

She had a frugal mind.

The morning came, the chaife was brought,

But yet was not allowed

To drive up to the door, left all

Should fay that fhe was proud.

So three doors off the chaife was ftayed,

Where they did all get in;

Six precious fouls, and all agog

To dafh through thick and thin.

o, o.
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Smack went the whip, round went the wheels,

Were never folk fo glad,

The flones did rattle underneath

As if Cheapfide were mad.

John Gilpin at his horfe's fide

Seized faft the flowing mane,

And up he got, in hafte to ride*

But foon came down again

;

For faddle-tree fcarce reached had he,

His journey to begin,

When, turning round his head, he faw

Three cuftomers come in.

So down he came; for lofs of time,

Although it grieved him fore,

Yet lofs of pence, full well he knew,

Would trouble him much more.

'Twas long before the cuftomers

Were fuited to their mind,

When Betty fcreaming came down ftairs,

" The wine is left behind!"

Good lack! quoth he—yet bring it me, |

My leathern belt likewife,

In which I bear my trufty fword

When I do exercife.
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Now miflrefs Gilpin (careful foul!)

Had two ftone bottles found,

To hold the liquor that fhe loved,

And keep it fafe and found.

Each bottle had a curling ear,

Through which the belt he drew,

And hung a bottle on each fide,

To make his balance true.

Then over all, that he might be

Equipped from top to toe,

His long red cloak, well brufhed and neat,

He manfully did throw.

Now fee him mounted once again

Upon his nimble freed,

Full flowly pacing o'er the ftones,

With caution and good heed.

But finding foon a fmoother road

Beneath his well-fhod feet,

The fnorting bean, began to trot,

Which galled him in his feat.

So, Fair and foftly, John he cried,

But John he cried in vain;

That trot became a gallop foon,

In fpite of curb and rein.

ao2
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So ftooping down, as needs he muft

Who cannot fit upright,

He grafped the mane with both his hands.

And eke with all his might.

His horfe, who never in that fort

Had handled been before,

What thing upon his back had got

Did wonder more and more.

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought;

Away went hat and wig;

He little dreamt when he fet out,

Of running fuch a rig.

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly,

Like nreamer long and gay,

Till, loop and button failing both,

At Ian it flew away.

Then might all people well difcern

The bottles he had flung;

A bottle fwinging at each fide,

As hath been faid or fung.

The dogs did bark, the children fcreamed,

Up flew the windows all;

And every foul cried out, Well done

!

As loud as he could bawl.
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Away went Gilpin—who but he?

His fame foon fpread around,

He carries weight! he rides a race!

"Tis for a thoufand pound

!

And ftill, as fait as he drew near,

'Twas wonderful to view

How in a trice the turnpike men

Their gates wide open threw.

And now, as he went bowing down

His reeking head full low,

The bottles twain behind his back

Were mattered at a blow.

Down ran the wine into the road,

Moil piteous to be feen,

Which made his horfe's flanks to fmoke

As they had bafted been.

But ftill he feemed to carry weight,

With leathern girdle braced;

For all might fee the bottle-necks

Still dangling at his waift.

Thus all through merry Iflington

Thefe gambols he did plav,

Until he came unto the Warn

Of Edmonton fo gay,
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And there he threw the wafti about

On both fides of the way,

Juft like unto a trundling mop,

Or a wild goofe at play.

At Edmonton his loving wife

From the balcony fpied

Her tender hufband, wondering much

To fee how he did ride.

Stop, flop, John Gilpin—Here's the houfe

They all aloud did cry;

The dinner waits, and wre are tired:

Said Gilpin—So am I!

But yet his horfe was not a whit

Inclined to tarry there;

For why?—his owner had a houfe

Full ten miles off at Ware.

So like an arrow fwift he flew,

Shot by an archer flrong;

So did he fly—which brings me to

The middle of my fong.

Away went Gilpin out of breath,

And fore againft his will,

Till at his friend the calender's

His horfe at laft flood ftill.
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The calender, amazed to fee

His neighbour in fuch trim,

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate,

And thus accofted him :

What news? what news? your tidings tell;

Tell me you muft and fhall

—

Say, why bare-headed you are come,

Or why you come at all?

Now Gilpin had a pleafant wit,

And loved a timely joke!

And thus unto the calender

In merry guife he fpoke:

I came becaufe your horfe would come;

And, if I well forebode,

My hat and wig will foon be here,

They are upon the road.

The calender, right glad to find

His friend in merry pin,

Returned him not a fingle word,

But to the houfe went in;

Whence ftraight he came with hat and wig;

A wig that flowed behind,

A hat not much the worfe for wear,.

Each comely in its kind.



304 THE HISTORY OF

He held them up, and in his turn

Thus fhowed his ready wit,

My head is twice as big as your's,

They therefore needs muft fit.

But let me fcrape the dirt away,

That hangs upon your face;

And itop and eat, for well you may

Be in a hungry cafe.

Said John, it is my wedding-day,

And all the world would ftare

If wife mould dine at Edmonton,

And I fhould dine at Ware.

So turning to his horfe, he faid,

I am in hafte to dine

;

'Twas for your pleafure you came here.

You mall go back for mine.s

Ah lucklefs fpeech, and bootlefs boaft!

For which he paid full dear;

For, while he fpake, a braying afs

Did fing moft loud and clear;

Whereat his horfe did fnort, as he

Had heard a lion roar,

And galloped off with all his might.

As he had done before.
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Away went Gilpin, and away
Went Gilpin's hat and wig:

He loft them fooner than at nrft,

For why?—they were too big.

Now miftrefs Gilpin, when ihe faw
Her hufband pofting down

Into the country far away,

She pulled out half a crown;

And thus unto the youth me faid,

That drove them to the Bell,

This mail be your's when you bring back
My hufband fafe and well.

The youth did ride, and foon did meet
John coming back amain

!

Whom in a trice he tried to flop,

By catching at his rein;

But not performing what he meant.
And gladly would have done,

The frighted need he frighted more,
And made him fafter run.

Away went Gilpin, and away
Went poft-boy at his heels,

The poft-boy's horfe right glad to mifs
The lumbering of the wheels.

305

R R



306 THE HISTORY, &C

Six gentlemen upon the road

Thus feeing Gilpin fly,

With poft-boy fcampering in the rear,

They raited the hue and cry:

—

Stop thief! flop thief!—a highwayman!

Not one of them was mute;

And all and each that parted that way

Did join in the purfuit.

And now the turnpike gates again

Flew open in fhort fpace;

The toll-men thinking as before

That Gilpin rode a race.

And fo he did, and won it too,

For he got firft to town

;

Nor flopped till where he had got up

He did again get down.

Now let us flng, long live the king.

And Gilpin, long live he;

And, when he next doth ride abroad.

May I be there to fee!



AN EPISTLE
TO

A PROTESTANT LADY IN FRANCE.

Madam,

A stranger's purpofe in thefe lavs

Is to congratulate, and not to praife.

To give the creature her Creator's due

Were fin in me, and an offence to you.

From man to man, or ev'n to woman paid,

Praife is the medium of a knavifh trade,

A coin by craft for folly's ufe defigned,

Spurious, and only current with the blind.

The path of forrow, and that path alone,

Leads to the land where forrow is unknown;

No traveller ever reached that bleft. abode,

Who found not thorns and briars in his road.

The world may dance along the flowery plain,

Cheered as they go by many a fprightly ftrain,

Where Nature has her mony velvet fpread,

With unfhod feet they yet fecurely tread,

Admonifhed, fcorn the caution and the friend,

Bent upon pleafure, heedlefs of its end.

But he, who knew what human hearts would prove,

How flow to learn the dictates of his love,

That hard by nature and of fmbborn will,

A life of eafe would make them harder ftill,

r r 2
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In pity to the tinners he defigned

To refcue from the ruins of mankind,

Called for a cloud to darken all their years,

And faid, " Go fpend them in the vale of tears."

Oh balmy gales of foul-reviving air,

Oh falutary ftreams that murmur there,

Thefe flowing from the fount of grace above,

Thofe breathed from lips of everlafting love!

The flinty foil indeed their feet annoys,

And fudden forrow nips their fpringing joys,

An envious world will interpofe its frown

To mar delights fuperior to its own,

And many a pang, experienced ftill within,

Reminds them of their hated inmate, fin;

But ills of every fhape and every name

Transformed to bleffings mifs their cruel aim,

And every moment's calm, that fooths the breaft,

Is given in earneft of eternal refl.

Ah, be not fad, although thy lot be cafi:

Far from the flock, and in a diftant wafte!

No fhepherd's tents within thy view appear,

But the chief Shepherd is for ever near;

Thy tender forrows and thy plaintive ftrain

Flow in a foreign land, but not in vain;

Thy tears all iflue from a fource divine,

And every drop befpeaks a Saviour thine

—

'Twas thus in Gideon's fleece the dews were found,

And drought on all the drooping herbs around.



TO THE

REV. W. CAWTHORNE UNWIN.

i,

Unwin, I fhould but ill repay

The kindnefs of a friend,

Whofe worth deferves as warm a lay-

As ever friendfhip penned,

Thy name omitted in a page,

That would reclaim a vicious age.

n.

An union formed, as mine with thee,

Not rafhly, nor in fport,

May be as fervent in degree,

And faithful in its fort,

And may as rich in comfort prove,

As that of true fraternal love.

in.

The bud inferted in the rind,

The bud of peach or rofe,

Adorns, though differing in its kind,

The flock whereon it grows,

With flower as fweet, or fruit as fair,

As if produced by nature there.
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IV.

Not rich, I render what I may,

1 feize thy name in hafte,

And place it in this nrft effay,

Left this mould prove the laft.

Tis where it mould be—in a plan,

That holds in view the good of man.

v.

The poet's lyre, to fix his fame,

Should be the poet's heart:

Affection lights a brighter flame

Than ever blazed by art.

No mufes on thefe lines attend,

I fink the poet in the friend.
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ADVERTISEMENT.

The hiftory of the following production is briefly this: A lady, fond of

blank verfe, demanded a poem of that kind from the author, and gave

him the Sofa for a fubjecl. He obeyed; and, having much leifure, con-

nected another fubjeft with it; and purfuing the train of thought, to

which his fituation and turn of mind led him, brought forth at length,

inftead of the trifle which he at firft intended, a ferious affair—a Volume.

In the Poem on the fubjecl; of Education, he would be very forry to

ftand fufpecled of having aimed his cenfure at any particular fchool. His

objections are fuch, as naturally apply themfelves to fchools in general. If

there were not, as for the moft part there is, wilful neglecl in thofe who
manage them, and an omiflion even of fuch difcipline as they are fufcep-

tible of, the objects are yet too numerous for minute attentian ; and the

aching hearts of ten thoufand parents, mourning Under the bittereft of all

difappointments, atteft the truth of the allegation. His quarrel therefore

is with the mifchief at large, and not with any particular inftance of it.
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THE TASK.

BOOK I.

THE SOFA.

I sing the Sofa. I who lately fang

Truth, Hope, and Charity, and touched with awe

The folemn chords, and with a trembling hand,

Efcaped with pain from that adventurous flight,

Now feek repofe upon an humbler theme

;

The theme though humble, yet auguft and proud

The occafion—for the Fair commands the fong.

Time was, when clothing fumptuous or for ufe,

Save their own painted fkins, our fires had none.

As yet black breeches were not; fatin fmooth,

Or velvet foft, or plufh with fhaggy pile:

The hardy chief upon the rugged rock

Wafhed by the fea, or on the gravelly bank

Thrown up by wintry torrents roaring loud,

Fearlefs of wrong, repofed his weary ftrength.

s s
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Thofe barbarous ages paft, fucceeded next

The birth-day of invention; weak at firft,

Dull in defign, and clumfy to perform.

}oint-ftools were then created; on three legs

Upborne they flood. Three legs upholding firm

A mafly flab, in fafhion fquare or round.

On fuch a flool immortal Alfred fat,

And fwayed the fceptre of his infant realms:

And fuch in ancient halls and manfions drear

May Hill be feen ; but perforated fore,

And drilled in holes, the folid oak is found*

By worms voracious eating through and through,,

At length a generation more refined

Improved the fimple plan ; made three legs four,

Gave them a twirled form vermicular,

And over the feat, with plenteous wadding fluffed,

Induced a fplendid cover, green and blue,

Yellow and red, of tapeftry richly wrought

And woven clofe, or needle-work fublime.

There might ye fee the piony fpread wide,

The full-blown rofe, the fhepherd and his lafs,

Lap-dog and lambkin with black flaring eyes,

And parrots with twin cherries in their beak.

Now came the cane from India fmooth and bright

With Nature's varnifh; fevered into ftripes,

That interlaced each other, thefe fupplied

Of texture firm a lattice-work, that braced

The new machine, and it became a chair.
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But reftlefs was the chair; the back erect

DiftrefTed the weary loins, that felt no eafe

;

The flippery feat betrayed the Hiding part,

That prefTed it, and the feet hung dangling down,

Anxious in vain to find the diftant floor.

Thefe for the rich: the reft, whom fate had placed

In modeft mediocrity, content

With bafe materials, fat on well-tanned hides,

Obdurate and unyielding, glafiy fmooth,

With here and there a tuft of crimfon yarn.

Or fcarlet crewel, in the cufhion fixt,

If cufhion might be called, what harder feemed

Than the firm oak, of which the frame was formed.

No want of timber then was felt or feared

In Albion's happy ifle. The lumber ftood

Ponderous and fixt by its own mafly weight.

But elbows ftill were wanting; thefe, fome fay,

An alderman of Cripplegate contrived;

And fome afcribe the invention to a prieft

Burly and big, and ftudious of his eafe.

But, rude at firft, and not with eafy flope

Receding wide, they prefTed againft the ribs,

And bruifed the fide; and, elevated high,

Taught the raifed fhoulders to invade the ears.

Long time elapfed or ever our rugged fires

Complained, though incommodioufly pent in.

And ill at eafe behind. The ladies firft

'Gan murmur, as became the fofter fex.

s s 2
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Ingenious fancy, never better pleafed

Than when employed to accommodate the fair,

Heard the fweet moan with pity, and devifed

The foft fettee; one elbow at each end,

And in the midft an elbow it received,

United yet divided, twain at once.

So fit two kings of Brentford on one throne;

And fo two citizens who take the air,

Clofe packed, and fmiling, in a chaife and one.

But relaxation of the languid frame,

By foft recumbency of outftretched limbs,

Was blifs referved for happier days. So flow

The growth of what is excellent; fo hard

To attain perfection in this nether world.

Thus firft neceflity invented ftools,

Convenience next fuggefted elbow-chairs,

And luxury the accomplished sofa laft.

The nurfe fleeps fweetly, hired to watch the fick,

Whom fnoring fhe difturbs. As fweetly he,

Who quits the coach-box at the midnight hour

To deep within the carriage more fecure,

His legs depending at the open door.

Sweet fleep enjoys the curate in his defk;

The tedious rector drawling over his head;

And fweet the clerk below. But neither fleep

Of lazy nurfe, who fnores the fick man dead,

Nor his, who quits the box at midnight hour

To number in the carriage more fecure,
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Nor fleep enjoyed by curate in his defk,

Nor yet the dpzings of the clerk, are fvveet,

Compared with the repofe the sofa yields.

Oh may I live exempted (while I live

Guiltlefs of pampered appetite obfcene)

From pangs arthritic, that infeft the toe

Of libertine excefs. The sofa fuits

The gouty limb, "tis true; but gouty limb,

Though on a, sofa, may I never feel:

For I have loved the rural walk through lanes

Of grafTy fwarth, clofe cropt by nibbling fheep,

And fkirted thick with intertexture firm

Of thorny boughs; have loved the rural walk

Over hills, through vallies, and by rivers' brink,

Ever fince a truant boy I paffed my bounds

To enjov a ramble on the banks of Thames j

And ftill remember, nor without regret

Of hours, that forrow fince has much endeared,

How oft, my flice of pocket ftore confumed,

Still hungering, pennylefs, and far from home,

I fed on fcarlet hips and ftony haws,

Or blufhing crabs, or berries, that imbofs

The bramble^ black as jet, or floes auftere.

Hard fare! but fuch as boyifh appetite

Difdains not ; nor the palate, undepraved

By culinary arts, unfavory deems.

No sofa then awaited my return;

Nor sofa then I needed. Youth repairs
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His wafted fpirits quickly, by long toil

Incurring fhort fatigue; and, though our years,

As life declines, fpeed rapidly away,

And not a year but pilfers as he goes

Some youthful grace, that age would gladly keep

;

A tooth or auburn lock, and by degrees

Their length and colour from the locks they fpare

;

The elaftic fpring of an unwearied foot,

That mounts the ftile with eafe, or leaps the fence,

That play of lungs, inhaling and again

Refpiring freely the frefh air, that makes

Swift pace or fteep afcent no toil to me,

Mine have not pilfered yet ; nor yet impaired

My relifh of fair profpectl fcenes that foothed

Or charmed me young, no longer young, I find

Still foothing, and of power to charm me ftill.

And witnefs, dear companion of my walks,

Whofe arm this twentieth winter I perceive

Faft locked in mine, with pleafure fuch as love,

Confirmed by long experience of thy worth

And well-tried virtues, could alone infpire

—

Witnefs a joy that thou haft doubled long.

Thou knoweft my praife of nature moft fincere,

And that my raptures are not conjured up

To ferve occaflons of poetic pomp,

But genuine, and art partner of them all.

How oft upon yon eminence our pace

Has ilackened to a paufe, and we have borne
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The ruffling wind, fcarce confcious that it blew,

While admiration feeding at the eye,

And ftill unfated, dwelt upon the fcene.

Thence with what pleafure have we juft difcerned

The diftant plough flow moving, and befide

His labouring team, that fwerved not from the track,

The fturdy fwain diminifhed to a boy!

Here Oufe, flow winding through a level plain

Of fpacious meads, with cattle fprinkled over,

Conduces the eye along his finuous courfe

Delighted. There, faft rooted in their bank,

Stand, never overlooked, our favourite elms,

That fcreen the herdfman's folitary hut;

While far beyond, and overthwart the ftream

That, as with molten glafs, inlays the vale,

The floping land recedes into the clouds;

Difplaying on its varied fide the grace

Of hedge-row beauties numberlefs, fquare tower,

Tall fpire, from which the found of cheerful bells

juft undulates upon the liflening ear,.

Groves, heaths, and fmoking villages, remote.

Scenes muft be beautiful, which daily viewed

.

Pleafe daily, and whofe novelty furvives

Long knowledge and the fcrutiny of years.

Praife juftly due to thofe that I defcribe.

Nor rural fights alone, but rural founds,

Exhilarate the {pint, and reftore

The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds,
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That fweep the fldrt of fome far-fpreading wood

Of ancient growth, make mufic not unlike

The dam of ocean on his winding more,

And lull the fpirit while they fill the mind;

Unnumbered branches waving in the blafi:,

And all their leaves faft fluttering, all at once.

Nor lefs compofure waits upon the roar

Of diftant floods, or on the fofter voice

Of neighbouring fountain, or of rills that flip

Through the cleft rock, and, chiming as they fall

Upon loofe pebbles, lofe themfelves at length

In matted grafs, that with a livelier green

Betravs the fecret of their filent courfe.

Nature inanimate employs fweet founds,

But animated nature fweeter null,

To footh and fatisfy the human ear.

Ten thoufand warblers cheer the day, and one

The live-long night: nor thefe alone, whofe notes

Nice fingered art muft emulate in vain,

But cawing rooks, and kites that fwim fublime

In fUll repeated circles, fcreaming loud,

The jay, the pie, and even the boding owl,

That hails the rifing moon, have charms for me.

Sounds inharmonious in themfelves and harm,

Yet heard in fcenes where peace for ever reigns,

And only there, pleafe highly for their fake.

Peace to the artift, whole ingenious thought

Devifed the weather-houfe, that ufeful toyl
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Fearlefs of humid air and gathering rains,

Forth fieps the man—an emblem of myfelf

!

More delicate his timorous mate retires,

When Winter foaks the fields, and female feet,

Too weak to ftruggle with tenacious clay,

Or ford the rivulets, are belt, at home,

The talk of new difcoveries falls on me.

At fuch a feafon, and with fuch a charge,

Once went I forth; and found, till then unknown,

A cottage, whither oft we fince repair:

'Tis perched upon the green-hill top, but clofe

Environed with a ring of branching elms,

That overhang the thatch, itfelf unfeen

Peeps at the vale below; fo thick befet

With foliage of fuch dark redundant growth

I called the low-roofed lodge the peafanfs nejl.

And, hidden as it is, and far remote

From fuch unpleafing founds, as haunt the ear

In village or in town, the bay of curs

IncelTant, clinking hammers, grinding wheels,

And infants clamorous whether pleafed or pained,

Oft have I wifhed the peaceful covert mine.

Here, I have faid, at leaft I mould pofTefs

The poet's treafure, filence, and indulge

The dreams of fancy, tranquil and fecure.

Vain thought! the dweller in that ftill retreat

Dearly obtains the refuge it affords.

Its elevated fcite forbids the wretch

T T
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To drink fvveet waters of the crynal well

;

He dips his bowl into the weedy ditch,

And, heavy-laden, brings his beverage home,

Far fetched and little worth; nor feldom waits,

Dependant on the baker's punctual call,

To hear his creaking panniers at the door,

Angry and fad, and his laft cruft confumed.

So farewell envy of the pea/ant's nefll

If folitude make fcant the means of life,

Society for me!—thou feeming fweet,

Be jftill a pleating object in my view;

My vifit ftill, but never mine abode.

Not diftant far, a length of colonnade

Invites us. Monument of ancient tafte,

Now fcorned, but worthy of a better fate.

Our fathers knew the value of a fcreen

From fultry funs: and, in their fhaded walks

And long protracted bowers, enjoyed at noon

The gloom and coolnefs of declining day.

We bear our fhades about us; felf-deprived

Of other fcreen, the thin umbrella fpread,

And range an Indian wane without a tree.

Thanks to*Benevolus—he fpares me yet

Thefe chefnuts ranged in correfponding lines;

And, though himfelf fo polrfhed, ftill reprieves

The obfolete prolixity of made.

* John Courtnay Throckmorton, Efq.of Wefton Underwood,
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Defcending now, (but cautious, left too faft)

A fudden fteep, upon a ruftic bridge

We pais a gulph, in which the willows dip

Their pendent boughs, ftooping as if to drink.

Hence, ancle deep in mofs and flowery thyme,

We mount again, and feel at every ftep

Our foot half funk in hillocks green and foft,

Raifed by the mole, the miner of the foil.

He, not unlike the great ones of mankind,

Disfigures earth : and, plotting in the dark,

Toils much to earn a monumental pile,

That may record the mifchiefs he has done.

The fummit gained, behold the proud alcove

That crowns it! yet not all its pride fecures

The grand retreat from injuries impreffed

By rural carvers, who with knives deface

The pannels, leaving an obfcure, rude name

In characters uncouth, and fpelt amifs.

So ftrong the zeal to immortalize himfelf

Beats in the breaft of man, that even a few

Few tranfient years, won from the abyfs abhorred

Of blank oblivion, feem a glorious prize,

And even to a clown. Now roves the eye;

And potted on this fpeculative height,

Exults in its command. The fheep-fold here

Pours out its fleecy tenants over the glebe.

At firft, progrefllve as a ftream, they feek

The middle field ; but, fcattered by degrees,

t t 2
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Each to his choice, foon whiten all the land.

There from the fun-burnt hay-field homeward creeps

The loaded wain; while, lightened of its charge,

The wain that meets it paffes fwiftly by;

The boorifh driver leaning over his team

Vociferous, and impatient of delay.

Nor lefs attractive is the woodland fcene,

Diverliried with trees of every growth,

Alike, yet various. Here the gray fmooth trunks

Of aih, or lime, or beech, diftinclly fhine,

Within the twilight of their diftant fhades;

There, loft behind a rifing ground, the wood

Seems funk, and fhortened to its topmoft boughs.

No tree in all the grove but has its charms,

Though each its hue peculiar; paler fome,

And of a wannifh gray; the willow fuch,.

And poplar, that with filver lines his leafr

And afh far-ftretching his umbrageous arm;

Of deeper green the elm; and deeper flail,

Lord of the woods, the long-furviving oak.

Some glofly-leaved, and mining in the fun,

The maple, and the beech of oily nuts

Prolific, and the lime at dewy eve

Diffuiing odours: nor unnoted pafs

The fycamore, capricious in attire,

Now green, now tawny, and ere autumn yet

Have changed the woods, in fcarlet honours bright

Over thefe, but far beyond (a fpacious map



BOOK I. THE SOFA. 325

Of hill and valley interpofed between),

The Oufe, dividing the well-watered land,

Now glitters in the fun, and now retires,

As bafhful, yet impatient to be (een.

Hence the declivity is fharp and fhort,

And fuch the re-afcent: between them weeps

A little naiad her impoverifhed urn

All fummer long, which winter fills again.

The folded gates would bar my progrefs now,

But that the * lord of this enclofed demefne,

Communicative of the good he owns,

Admits me to a fhare; the guiltlefs eye

Commits no wrong, nor waftes what it enjoys.

Refrefhing change! where now the blazing fun?

By fhort tranfition we have loft his glare,

And ftepped at once into a cooler clime.

Ye fallen avenues! once more I mourn

Your fate unmerited, once more rejoice

That yet a remnant of your race furvives.

How airy and how light the graceful arch,

Vet awful as the confecrated roof

Re-echoing pious anthems! while beneath

The chequered earth feems reftlefs as a flood

Brufhed by the wind. So fportive is the light

Shot through the boughs, it dances as they dance,

Shadow and funmine intermingling quick,

* See the foregoing note,
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And darkening and enlightening, as the leaves

Play wanton, every moment, every fpot.

And now, with nerves new-braced and ipirits cheered,

We tread the wildernefs, whole well-rolled walks,

With curvature of flow and eafy fweep

—

Deception innocent—give ample fpace

To narrow bounds. The grove receives us next;

Between the upright fhafts of whofe tall elms

We may difcern the threfher at his talk.

Thump after thump refounds the conflant flail,

That feems to fwing uncertain, and yet falls

Full on the deftined ear. Wide flies the chaff,

The ruftling ftraw fends up a frequent mift

Of atoms, fparkling in the noon-day beam.

Come hither, ye that prefs your beds of down,

And lleep not; fee him fwearing over his bread

Before he eats it.

—
'Tis the primal curfe,

But lbftened into mercy, made the pledge

Of cheerful davs, and nights without a groan.

By ceafelels aelion all that is fubfifts.

Conltant rotation of the unwearied wheel

That nature rides upon maintains her health,

Her beautv, her fertility. She dreads

An infant's paufe, and lives but while me moves.

Its own revolvency upholds the world.

Winds from all quarters agitate the air,

And fit the limpid element for ufe,

Elfe noxious: oceans, rivers, lakes, and ftreams,
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All feel the frefhening impulfe, and are cleanfed

By reftlefs undulation: even the oak

Thrives by the rude concuffion of the ftorm:

He feems indeed indignant, and to feel

The impreffion of the blaft with proud difdain,

Frowning, as if in his unconfcious arm

He held the thunder: but the monarch owes

His firm lability to what he i'corns,

More fixt below, the more difturbed above.

The law, by which all creatures elfe are bound,

Binds man the lord of all. Himfelf derives

No mean advantage from a kindred caufe,

From ftrenuous toil his hours of fweeteft eafe.

The fedentary ftretch their lazy length

When cuftom bids, but no refrefhment find,

For none they need : the languid eye, the cheek

Deferted of its bloom, the flaccid, fhrunk,

And withered mufcle, and the vapid foul,

Reproach their owner with that love of reft,

To which he forfeits even the reft he loves.

Not fuch the alert and active. Meafure life

By its true worth, the comforts it affords,

And their's alone feems worthy of the name.

Good health, and, its aflbciate in the moil,

Good temper; fpirits prompt to undertake,

And not foon fpent, though in an arduous tafk;

The powers of fancy and ftrong thought are their's;

Even age itfelf feems privileged in them,
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With clear exemption from its own defects.

A fparkling eve beneath a wrinkled front

The veteran fhows, and, gracing a gray beard

With youthful fmiles, defcends toward the grave

Sprightly, and old almoft without decay.

Like a coy maiden, eafe, when courted moft,

Farther! retires—an idol, at whofe fhrine

Who ofteneft facrince are favoured leaf}.

The love of Nature, and the fcenes me draws,

Is Natures dictate. Strange! there mould be found,

Who, felf-imprifoned in their proud faloons,

Renounce the odours of the open field

For the unfcented fictions of the loom;

Who, fatisfied with only penciled fcenes,

Prefer to the performance of a God

The inferior wonders of an artift's hand!

Lovely indeed the mimic works of art;

But Nature's wrorks far lovelier. I admire,

None more admires the painter's magic fkill,

Who mows me that which I mail never fee,

Conveys a dinant country into mine,

And throws Italian light on Englifh walls:

But imitative ftrokes can do no more

Than pleafe the eye—fweet Nature's every fenfe.

The air falubrious of her lofty hills,

The cheering fragrance of her dewy vales,

And mufic of her woods—no works of man
May rival thefe; thefe all befpeak a power
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Peculiar, and exclufively her own.

Beneath the open fky fhe fpreads the feaft;

'Tis free to all
—

'tis every day renewed;

Who fcorns it ftarves defervedly at home.

He does not fcorn it, who, imprifoned long

In fome unwholefome dungeon, and a prey

To fallow ficknefs, which the vapours, dank

And clammy, of his dark abode have bred,

Efcapes at laft to liberty and light:

His cheek recovers foon its healthful hue:

His eye relumines its extinguished fires:

He walks, he leaps, he runs—is winged with joy,

And riots in the fvveets of every breeze.

He does not fcorn it, who has long endured

A fever's agonies, and fed on drugs,

Nor yet the mariner, his blood inflamed

With acrid falts; his very heart athirft

To gaze at nature in her green array,

Upon the fhip's tall fide he ftands, ponefTed

With vifions prompted by intenfe defire:

Fair fields appear below, fuch as he left

Far diftant, fuch as he would die to find

—

He feeks them headlong, and is feen no more.

The fpleen is feldom felt where Flora reigns;

The lowering eye, the petulance, the frown,

And fullen fadnefs, that overfhade, diflort,

And mar, the face of beauty, when no caufe

For fuch immeafurable woe appears,

u u
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Thefe Flora banifhes, and gives the fair

Sweet fmiles, and bloom lefs tranfient than her own.

It is the conftant revolution, ftale

And taftelefs, of the fame repeated joys,

That palls and fatiates, and makes languid life

A pedlar's pack, that bows the bearer down.

Health fuffers, and the fpirits ebb; the heart

Recoils from its own choice—at the full feaft

Is famifhed—-finds no mufic in the fong,

No fmaitnefs in the jeft; and wonders why.

Yet thoufands ftill defire to journey on,

Though halt, and weary of the path they tread.

The paralytic, who can hold her cards,

But cannot play them, borrows a friend's hand

To deal and muffle, to divide and fort

Her mingled fuits and fequences; and fits,

Spectatrefs both and fpectacle, a fad

And iilent cypher, while her proxy plays.

Others are dragged into the crowded room

Between fupporters; and, once feated, fit,

Through downright inability to rife,

Till the flout bearers lift the corpfe again.

Thefe fpeak a loud memento. Yet even thefe

Themfelves love life, and cling to it, as he

That overhangs a torrent to a twig.

They love it, and yet loath it; fear to die,

Yet fcorn the purpofes for which they live.

Then wherefore not renounce them? No—the dread,

The flavifh dread of folitude, that breeds
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Reflexion and remorfe, the fear of fhame,

And their inveterate habits, all forbid.

Whom call we gay ? That honour has been long

The boaft of mere pretenders to the name.

The innocent are gay—the lark is gay,

That dries his feathers, faturate with dew,

Beneath the rofy cloud, while yet the beams

Of day-fpring overfhoot his humble neft.

The peafant too, a witnefs of his fong,

Himfelf a fongfter, is as gay as he.

But fave me from the gaiety of thofe,

Whofe head-aches nail them to a noon-day bed;

And fave me too from their's, whofe haggard eyes

Flam defperation, and betray their pangs

For property ftripped off by cruel chance;

From gaiety, that fills the bones with pain,

The mouth with blafphemy, the heart with woe.

The earth was made fo various, that the mind

Of defultory man, fmdious of change,

And pleafed with novelty, might be indulged.

Profpecls, however lovely, may be feen

Till half their beauties fade ; the weary fight,

Too well acquainted with their {miles, Hides off

Faftidious, feeking lefs familiar fcenes.

Then fnug enclofures in the fheltered vale,

Where frequent hedges intercept the eye,

Delight us; happy to renounce, awhile,

Not fenfelefs of its charms, what flill we love,

u u 2



332 T H E TASK. BOOK I.

That fuch fhort abfence may endear it more.

Then forefts, or the lavage rock, may pleafe,

That hides the fea-mew in his hollow clefts

Above the reach of man. His hoary head,

Confpicuous many a league, the mariner

Bound homeward, and in hope already there,

Greets with three cheers exulting. At his waift

A girdle of half-withered fhrubs he mows,

And at his feet the baffled billows die.

The common, overgrown with fern, and rough

With prickly gorfe, that fhapelefs and deformed

And dangerous to the touch, has yet its bloom,

And decks itfelf with ornaments of gold,

Yields no unpleafing ramble ; there the turf

Smells frefh, and rich in odoriferous herbs

And fungous fruits of earth, regales the fenfe

With luxury of unexpected fweets.

There often wanders one, whom better days

Saw better clad, in cloak of fatin trimmed

With lace, and hat with fplendid ribband bound.

A fervins maid was fhe, and fell in love 1

With one who left her, went to fea, and died.

Her fancy followed him through foaming waves

To diftant mores; and fhe would fit and weep

At what a failor fufTers; fancy too

Delufive moft where warmefl willies are,

Would oft anticipate his glad return,

And dream of tranfports fhe was not to know.
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She heard the doleful tidings of his death

—

And never fmiled again ! and now fhe roams

The dreary wafte; there fpends the livelong day,

And there, unlefs when charily forbids,

The livelong night. A tattered apron hides,

Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides, a gown

More tattered ftill ; and both but ill conceal

A bofom heaved with never-ceafing fighs.

She begs an idle pin of all fhe meets,

And hoards them in her fleeve; but needful food,

Though prefTed with hunger oft, or comelier clothes,

Though pinched with cold, afks never.—Kate is crazed.

I fee a column of flow riling fmoke

O'ertop the lofty wood, that fkirts the wild.

A vagabond and ufelefs tribe there eat

Their miferable meal. A kettle, flung

Between two poles upon a ftick tranfverfe,

Receives the morfel—flefh obfcene of dog,

Or vermin, or at beft of cock purloined

From his accuftomed perch. Hard faring race!

They pick their fuel out of every hedge,

Which, kindled with dry leaves, juft faves unquenched

The fpark of life. The fportive wind blows wide

Their fluttering rags, and fhows a tawny fkin,

The vellum of the pedigree they claim.

Great fkill have they in palmiftry, and more

To conjure clean away the gold they touch,

Conveying worthlefs drofs into its place;
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Loud when they beg, dumb only when they fteal.

Strange! that a creature rational, and caft

In human mould, fhould brutalize by choice

His nature; and, though capable of arts,

By which the world might profit, and himfelf,

Self-banifhed from fociety, prefer

Such fqualid lloth to honourable toil!

Yet even thefe, though feigning ficknefs oft

They fwathe the forehead, drag the limping limb,

And vex their flefh with artificial fores,

Can change their whine into a mirthful note,

When fafe occafion offers; and with dance

And raufic of the bladder and the bag,

Beguile their woes, and make the woods refound.

Such health and gaiety of heart enjoy

The houfelefs rovers of the fylvan world;

And, breathing wholefome air, and wandering much,

Need other phyfic none to heal the effects

Of lcathfome diet, penury, and cold.

Bleft he, though undiftinguifhed from the crowd

By wealth or dignity, who dwells fecure,

Where man, by nature fierce, has laid afide

His fiercenefs, having learnt, though flow to learn,

The manners and the arts of civil life.

His wants indeed are many; but fupply

Is obvious, placed within the eafy reach

Of temperate wifhes and induftrious hands.

Here virtue thrives as in her proper foil;
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Not rude and furly, and befet with thorns,

And terrible to fight, as when fhe fprings

(If ever fhe fpring fpontaneous) in remote

And barbarous climes, where violence prevails,

And nrength is lord of all ; but gentle, kind,

B) culture tamed, by liberty refrefhed,

And all her fruits by radiant truth matured.

War and the chafe engrofs the favage whole;

War followed for revenge, or to fupplant

The envied tenants of fome happier fpot:

The chafe for fuftenance, precarious truft!

His hard condition with fevere conftraint

Binds all his faculties, forbids all growth

Of wifdom, proves a fchool, in which he learns

Sly circumvention, unrelenting hate,

Mean felf-attachment, and fcarce aught befide.

Thus fare the fhivering natives of the north,

And thus the rangers of the weftern world,

Where it advances far into the deep,

Towards the Antarctic. Even the favoured ifles

So lately found, although the conftant fun

Cheer all their feafons with a grateful fmile,

Can boaft but little virtue; and inert

Through plenty, lofe in morals what they gain

In manners—victims of luxurious eafe.

Thefe therefore I can pity, placed remote

From all, that fcience traces, art invents,

Or infpiration teaches; and enclofed
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In boundlefs oceans, never to be paffed

By navigators uninformed as they,

Or ploughed perhaps by Britim hark again.

But far beyond the reft, and with moft caufe,

Thee, gentle * favage ! whom no love of thee

Or thine, but curiofity perhaps,

Or elfe vain glory, prompted us to draw

Forth from thy native bowers, to fhew thee here

With what fuperior fkill we can abufe

The gifts of Providence, and fquander life.

The dream is paft; and thou haft found again

Thy cocoas and bananas, palms and yams,

And homeftall thatched with leaves. But haft thou found

Their former charms? And having feen our ftate,

Our palaces, our ladies, and our pomp

Of equipage, our gardens, and our fports,

And heard our mufic; are thy fimple friends,

Thy fimple fare, and all thy plain delights,

As dear to thee as once? And have thy joys

Loft nothing by comparifon with ours?

Rude as thou art, (for we returned thee rude

And ignorant, except of outward fhow)

I cannot think thee yet fo dull of heart

And fpiritlefs as never to regret

Sweets tafted here, and left as foon as known.

Methinks I fee thee ftraying on the beach,

* Omai.
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And afking of the furge, that bathes thy foot,

If ever it has wafhed our diftant fhore.

I fee thee weep, and thine are honeft tears,

A patriot's for his country: thou art fad

At thought of her forlorn and abject flate,

From which no power of thine can raife her up.

Thus fancy paints thee, and though apt to err,

Perhaps errs little when fhe paints thee thus.

She tells me too that duly every morn

Thou climbefl the mountain top, with eager eye

Exploring far and wide the water}' wafte

For light of fhip from England. Every fpeck

Seen in the dim horizon turns thee pale

With conflict of contending hopes and fears.

But comes at laft the dull and dufky eve,

And fends thee to thy cabin, well-prepared

To dream all night of what the day denied.

Alas! expect it not. We found no bait

To tempt us in thy country. Doing good,

Difinterefted good, is not our trade.

We travel far, 'tis true, but not for nought;

And muft be bribed to compafs earth again

By other hopes and richer fruits than your's.

But though true worth and virtue in the mild

And genial foil of cultivated life

Thrive moil, and may perhaps thrive only there,

Yet not in cities oft: in proud and gay

And gain-devoted cities. Thither flow,

x x
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As to a common and moll noifome fewer,

The dregs and feculence of every land.

In cities foul example on moft minds

Begets its likenefs. Rank abundance breeds

In grofs and pampered cities floth and luft,

And wantonnefs and gluttonous excefs.

In cities vice is hidden with moft eafe,

Or feen with leaft reproach; and virtue, taught

By frequent lapfe, can hope no triumph there

Beyond the achievement of fuccefsful flight.

I do confefs them nurferies of the arts

In which they nourifh moft; where, in the beams

Of warm encouragement, and in the eye

Of public note, they reach their perfect iize.

Such London is, by tafte and wealth proclaimed

The faireft capital of all the world,

By riot and incontinence the worft.

There, touched by Reynolds, a dull blank becomes

A lucid mirror, in which Nature fees

All her reflected features. Bacon there

Gives more than female beauty to a ftone,

And Chatham's eloquence to marble lips.

Nor does the duffel occupy alone

The powers of fculpture, but the ftyle as much

;

Each province of her art her equal care.

With nice incifion of her guided fteel

She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a foil

So flerile with what charms foever fhe will,
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The richer! fcenerj and the lovelieft forms.

Where finds philofophy her eagle eye,

With which fhe gazes at yon burning difk

Undazzled, and detects and counts his fpots?

In London: where her implements exact,

With which fhe calculates, computes, and fcans,

All diftance, motion, magnitude, and now

Meafures an atom, and now girds a world?

In London. Where has commerce fuch a mart,

So rich, fo thronged, fo drained, and fo fupplied,

As London—opulent, enlarged, and ftill

Increafing, London ? Babylon of old

Not more the glory of the earth than fhe,

A more accomplifhed world's chief glory now.

She has her praife. Now mark a fpot or two

That fo much beauty would do well to purge;

And fhow this queen of cities, that fo fair

May yet be foul ; fo witty, yet not wife.

It is not feemly, nor of good report,

That fhe is flack in difcipline; more prompt

To avenge than to prevent the breach of law:

That fhe is rigid in denouncing death

On petty robbers, and indulges life

And liberty, and oft-times honour too,

To peculators of the public gold;

Tnat thieves at home muft hang; but he, that puts

Into his overgorged and bloated purfe

The wealth of Indian provinces, jfcapes.

x x 2
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Nor is it well, nor can it come to good,

That, through profane and infidel contempt

Of holy writ, fhe has prefumed to annul

And abrogate, as roundly as fhe may,

The total ordinance and will of God;

Advancing fafhion to the poft of truth,

And centering all authority in modes

And cuftoms of her own, till fabbath rites

Have dwindled into unrefpecled forms,

And knees and haffocks are well-nigh divorced.

God made the country, and man made the town.

What wonder then that health and virtue, gifts,

That can alone make fweet the bitter draught,

That life holds out to all, mould moft abound

And leaft be threatened in the fields and groves?

PofTefs ye therefore, ye who, borne about

In chariots and fedans, know no fatigue

But that of idlenefs, and tafte no fcenes

But fuch as art contrives, poffefs ye frill

Your element; there only can ye fhine;

There only minds like yours can do no harm.

Our groves were planted to confole at noon

The penfive wanderer in their friades. At eve

The moon-beam Hiding foftly in between

The fleeping leaves, is all the light they wifh,

Birds warbling all the mufic We can fpar

The fplendour of your lamps ; they but eclipfe

Our fofter fatellite. Your fongs confound
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Our more harmonious notes: the thrufh departs

Scared, and the offended nightingale is mute.

There is a public mifchief in your mirth;

It plagues your country. Folly fuch as your's,

Graced with a fword, and worthier of a fan,

Has made, what enemies could never have done,

Our arch of empire, fteadfaft but for you,

A mutilated ftructure, foon to fall.
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THE TIME-PIECE.

Oh for a lodge in fome vaft wildernefs,

Some boundlefs contiguity of fhade,

Where rumour of opprefTion and deceit,

Of unfuccefsful or fuccefsful war,

Might never reach me more. My ear is pained,

My foul is tick, with every day's report

Of wrong and outrage, with which earth is filled.

There is no flefh in man's obdurate heart,

It does not feel for man, the natural bond

Of brotherhood is fevered as the flax,

That falls afunder at the touch of fire.

He finds his fellow guilty of a fkin

Not coloured like his own; and having power

To enforce the wrong, for fuch a worthy caufe

Dooms and devotes him as a lawful prey.

Lands interacted by a narrow frith

Y Y
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Abhor each other. Mountains interpofed

Make enemies of nations, who had elfe

Like kindred drops been mingled into one.

Thus man devotes his brother, and deftroys;

And, worfe than all, and moft to be deplored

As human nature's broader!:, fouleft blot,

Chains him, and tafks him, and exacts his fweat

With ltripes, that mercy with a bleeding heart

Weeps, when fhe fees inflicted on a beaft.

Then what is man? And what man, feeing this.

And having human feelings, does not blufh,

And hang his head, to think himfelf a man?

I would not have a Have to till my ground,

To carry me, to fan me while I fleep,

And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth,

That finews bought and fold have ever earned.

No : dear as freedom is, and in my heart's

Tuft eftimation prized above all price,

I had much rather be myfelf the Have,

And wear the bonds, than faften them on him.

We have no Haves at home.—Then why abroad?

And they themfelves once ferried over the wave,

That parts us, are emancipate and looted.

Slaves cannot breathe in England; if their lungs

Receive our air, that moment they are free;

They touch our country, and their fbackles fall.

That is noble, and befpeaks a nation proud

And jealous of the blefling. Spread it then,
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And let it circulate through every vein

Of all your empire ; that where Britain's power

Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too.

Sure there is need of focial intercourfe,

Benevolence, and peace, and mutual aid,

Between the nations in a world, that feems

To toll the death-bell of its own deceafe,

And by the voice of all its elements

To preach the general doom*. When were the winds

Let flip with fuch a warrant to deftroy?

When did the waves fo haughtily overleap

Their ancient barriers, deluging the dry?

Fires from beneath, and meteors \ from above,

Portentous, unexampled, unexplained,

Have kindled beacons in the fkies; and the old

And crazy earth has had her making fits

More frequent, and foregone her ufual reft.

Is it a time to wrangle, when the props

And pillars of our planet feem to fail,

And Nature J with a dim and fickly eye

To wait the clofe of all? But grant her end

More diftant, and that prophecy demands

A longer refpite, unaccomplifhed yet;

Still they are frowning fignals, and befpeak

Difpleafure in his breaft, who fmites the earth

* Alluding to the calamities in Jamaica.

t Auguft 18, 1783.

X Alluding to the fog that covered both Europe and Afia during the whole fummerof 1783.
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Or heals it, makes it languifh or rejoice.

And 'tis but feemly, that, where all deferve

And fland expofed by common peccancy

To what no few have felt, there mould be peace,

And brethren in calamity lhould love.

Alas for Sicily! rude fragments now

Lie fcattered, where the fhapely column flood.

Her palaces are duft. In all her ftreets

The voice of ringing and the fprightly chord

Are filent. Revelry, and dance, and fhow

Suffer a fyncope and folemn paufe;

While God performs upon the trembling flage

Of his own works his dreadful part alone.

How does the earth receive him?—With what figns

Of gratulation and delight her king?

Pours fhe not all her choiceft fruits abroad,

Her fweeteft flowers, her aromatic gums,

Difclofing paradife wherever he treads?

She quakes at his approach. Her hollow womb,

Conceiving thunders, through a thoufand deeps

And fiery caverns, roars beneath his foot.

The hills move lightly, and the mountains fmoke,

For he has touched them. From the extremeft point

Of elevation down into the abyfs

His wrath is bufy, and his frown is felt.

The rocks fall headlong, and the vallies rife,

The rivers die into offensive pools,

And, charged with putrid verdure, breathe a grofs
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And mortal nuifance into all the air.

What folid was, by transformation itrange,

Grows fluid; and the fix'd and rooted earth,

Tormented into billows, heaves and fwells,

Or with vortiginous and hideous whirl

Sucks down its prey infatiable. Immenfe

The tumult and the overthrow, the pangs

And agonies of human and of brute

Multitudes, fugitive on every fide,

And fugitive in vain. The fylvan fcene

Migrates uplifted; and, with all its foil

Alighting in far diftant fields, finds out

A new pofTelTor, and furvives the change.

Ocean has caught the frenzy, and, upwrought

To an enormous and overbearing height,

Not by a mighty wind, but by that voice,

Which winds and waves obey, invades the fhore

Refiftlefs. Never fuch a fudden flood,

Upridged fo high, and fent on fuch a charge,

PofTefTed an inland fcene. Where now the throng,

That prefTed the beach, and, hafty to depart,

Looked to the fea for fafety? They are gone,

Gone with the refluent wave into the deep

—

A prince with half his people ! Ancient towers,

And roofs embattled high, the gloomy fcenes,

Where beauty oft and lettered worth confume

Life in the unproductive fhades of death,

Fall prone: The pale inhabitants come forth,
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And, happy in their unforefeen releafe

From all the rigours of rcitraint, enjoy

The terrors of the day, that lets them free.

Who then that has*- thee, would not hold thee raft,

Freedom! whom they that lole thee fo regret,

That even a judgment, making way for thee,

Seems in their eyes a mercy for thy fake.

Such evil tin hath wrought; and fuch a flame

Kindled in heaven, that it burns down to earth.

And in the furious inqueft, that it makes

On God's behalf, lavs wafte his faireft works.

The very elements, though each be meant

The minifter of man, to ferve his wants,

Confpire again ft him. With his breath he draws

A plague into his blood ; and cannot ufe

Life's neceffarv means, but he mull die.

Storms rife to overwhelm him: or, if ftormy winds

Rife not, the waters of the deep fhall rife,

And., needing none afliftance of the florin,

Shall roll themfelves afhore, and reach him there.

The earth fhall fhake him out of all his holds,

Or make his houfe his grave: nor fo content,

Shall counterfeit the motions of the flood,

And drown him in her dry and dufty gulphs.

What then !—were thev the wicked above all,

And we the righteous, whofe fall anchored ille

Moved not, while their's was rocked like a light fluff,

The fport of every wave ? No : none are clear,
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And none than we more guilty. But, where all

Stand chargeable with guilt, and to the fhafts

Of wrath obnoxious, God may choole his mark:

May punifh, if he pleafe, the lefs, to warn

The more malignant. If he fpared not them,

Tremble and be amazed at thine elcape,

Far guiltier England, left he fpare not thee 1

Happy the man, who fees a God employed

In all the good and ill, that chequer life!

Refolving all events, with their effects

And manifold reiults, into the will

And arbitration wife of the Supreme.

Did not his eye rule all things, and intend

The leaft of our concerns (fince from the leaft

The greateft oft originate) ; could chance

Find place in his dominion, or difpofe

One lawlefs particle to thwart his plan;

Then God might be furprifed, and unforefeen?

Contingence might alarm him, and difturb

The fmooth and equal courfe of his affairs.

This truth philofophy, though eagle eyed

In nature's tendencies, oft overlooks;

And, having found his inftrument, forgets,

Or difregards, or, more prefumptuous ftill,

Denies the power, that wields it. God proclaims

His hot difpleafure againfr. foolifh men,

That live an atheiit life: involves the heaven

In tempefts: quits his grafp upon the winds,
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And gives them all their fury; bids a plague

Kindle a fiery boil upon the fkin,

And putrify the breath of blooming health.

He calls for famine, and the meagre fiend

Blows mildew from between his fhrivelled lips,

And taints the golden ear. He fprings his mines,

And defolates a nation at a blaft.

Forth fteps the fpruce philofopher, and tells

Of homogeneal and difcordant fprings

And principles; of caufes, how they work

By neceffary laws their fure effects;

Of action and re-action. He has found

The fource of the difeafe, that nature feels,

And bids the world take heart and banifh fear.

Thou fool 1 will thy difcovery of the caufe

Sufpend the effect, or heal it? Has not God

Still wrought by means fince nrft he made the world?

And did he not of old employ his means

To drown it? What is his creation lefs

Than a capacious refervoir of means

Formed for his ufe, and ready at his will ?

Go, dreis thine eyes with eye-falve; afk of him,

Or afk of whomfoever he has taught

;

And learn, though late, the genuine caufe of all.

England, with all thy faults, I love thee ftill

—

My country! and, while yet a nook is left,

Where Englifh minds and manners may be found,

Shall be conftrained to love thee. Though thy clime
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Be fickle, and thy year moft part deformed

With dripping rains, or withered by a froft,

I would not yet exchange thy lullen ikies,

And fields without a flower, for warmer France

With all her vines; nor for Aufonia's groves

Of golden fruitage, and her myrtle bowers.

To fhake thy fenate, and from heights fublime

Of patriot eloquence to flafh down fire

Upon thy foes, was never meant my tafk:

But I can feel thy fortunes, and partake

Thy joys and forrows, with as true a heart

As anv thunderer there. And I can feel

Thy follies too; and with a juft difdain

Frown at effeminates, whofe very looks

Reflecl: difhonour on the land I love.

How, in the name of foldierfhip and fenfe,

Should England profper, when fuch things, as fmooth

And tender as a girl, all efifenced over

With odours, and as profligate as fweet;

Who fell their laurel for a myrtle wreath,

And love when they fhould fight; when fuch as thefe

Prefume to lay their hand upon the ark

Of her magnificent and awful caufe?

Time was when it was praife and boaft enough

In every clime, and travel where we might,

That we were born her children. Praife enough

To fill the ambition of a private man,

That Chatham's language was his mother tongue,

z z
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And Wolfe's great name compatriot with his own.

Farewell thofe honours, and farewell with them

The hope of fuch hereafter! They have fallen

Each in his field of glory; one in arms,

And one in council—Wolfe upon the lap

Of fmiling victory that moment won,

And Chatham heart-fick of his country's fhame!

They made us many foldiers. Chatham, ftill

Confulting England's happinefs at home,

Secured it by an unforgiving frown,

If any wronged her. Wolfe, wherever he fought.

Put fo much of his heart into his acl,

That his example had a magnet's force,

And all were fwift to follow whom all loved.

Thofe funs are fet. Oh rife fome other fuch!

Or all that we have left is empty talk

Of old achievements, and defpair of new.

Now hoift the fail, and let the ftreamers float

Upon the wanton breezes. Strew the deck

With lavender, and fprinkle liquid fweets,

That no rude favour maritime invade

The nofc of nice nobility! Breathe foft

Ye clarionets; and fofter ftill ye flutes;

That winds and waters, lulled by magic founds,

May bear us fmoothly to the Gallic more J

True, we have loft an empire—let it pafs.

True; we may thank the perfidy of France,

That picked the jewel out of England's crown,
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With all the cunning of an envious threw.

And let that pafs
—

'twas but a trick of ftate!

A brave man knows no malice, but at once

Forgets in peace the injuries of war,

And gives his direft foe a friend's embrace.

And, framed as we have been, to the very beard

Braved and defied, and in our own fea proved

Too weak for thole decilive blows, that once

Enfured us mattery there, we yet retain

Some fmall pre-eminence; we jultlv boalt

At lean; fuperior jockeyHup, and claim

The honours of the turf as all our own

!

Go then, well worthy of the praife ve feek,

And fhow the fhame, ye might conceal at home,

In foreign eyes! be grooms and win the plate,

'Where once your nobler fathers won a crown!

—

"Tis generous to communicate vour ikill

To thole that need it. Folly is foon learned:

And under fuch preceptors who can fail!

There is a pleafure in poetic pains,

Which only poets know. The Ihifts and turns,

The expedients and inventions multiform,

To which the mind reforts, in chafe of terms

Though apt, yet coy, and difficult to win

—

To arrelt the fleeting images, that fill

The mirror of the mind, and hold them fait,

And force them lit, till he has penciled off

A faithful likenefs of the forms he views;

z z 2
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Then to difpofe his copies with fuch art,

That each may find its mofl propitious light,

And mine by lituation, hardly lefs

Than by the labour and the fkill it cofl;

Are occupations of the poet's mind

So pleating, and that fteal away the thought

With fuch addrefs from themes of fad import,

That, loft in his own millings, happy man!

He feels the anxieties of life, denied

Their wonted entertainment, all retire.

Such joys has he that fings. But ah ! not fuch,

Or feldom fuch, the hearers of his fong.

Faftidious, or elfe liulefs, or perhaps

Aware of nothing arduous in a talk

Thev never undertook, they little note

His dangers or efcapes, and haply find

There leafl amufement where he found the moll.

But is amufement all? ftudious of fong,

And yet ambitious not to fing in vain,

I would not trifle merely, though the world

Be louden: in their praife, who do no more.

Yet what can fatire, whether grave or gay ?

It may correct a foible, may chaftife

The freaks of fafhion, regulate the drefs,

Retrench a fword-blade, or difplace a patch

;

But where are its fublimer trophies found?

What vice has it fubdued? Whole heart reclaimed

By rigour, or whom laughed into reform?
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Alas ! Leviathan is not fo tamed

:

Laughed at he laughs again; and flricken hard

Turns to the ftroke his adamantine fcales,

That fear no difciplin'e of human hands.

The pulpit, therefore (and I name it filled

With folemn awe, that bids me well beware

With what intent I touch that holy thing)

—

The pulpit (when the fatyrift has at laft,

Strutting and vapouring in an empty fchool,

Spent all his force and made no profelyte)

—

I lay the pulpit (in the fober ufe

Of its legitimate, peculiar powers)

Mufl ftand acknowledged, while the world fhall ftand,

The mofl: important and effectual guard,

Support, and ornament, of virtue's caufe.

There ftands the menenger of truth : there flands

The legate of the ikies!—His theme divine,

His office facred, his credentials clear.

By him the violated law fpcaks out

Its thunders; and by him, in {trains as fweet

As angels ufe, the gofpel whifpers peace.

He ftablifhes the ftrong, reftores the weak,

Reclaims the wanderer, binds the broken heart,

And, armed himfelf in panoply complete

Of heavenly temper, furnifhes with arms,

Bright as his own, and trains, by every rule

Of holy difcipline, to glorious war,

The facramental hoft of God's elecl:

!



358 THE TASK. BOOK -II.

Are all fuch teachers?—would to heaven all were!

But hark—the doctor's voice!—faft wedged between

Two empirics he ftands, and with iwoln cheeks

Infpires the news, his trumpet. Keener far

Than all invective is his bold harangue,

While through that public organ of report

He hails the clergy; and, defying, fhame,

Announces to the world his own and theirs!

He teaches thole to read whom fchools difmifled,

And colleges, untaught ; fells accent, tone,

And emphafis in (core, and gives to prayer

The adagio and andante it demands.

He grinds divinity of other days

Down into modern ufe ; transforms old print

To zig-zag manufcript, and cheats the eyes

Of gallery critics by a thoufand arts.

Are there who purchafe of the doctor's ware ?

Oh, name it not in Gath !—it cannot be,

That grave and learned clerks mould need fuch aid.

He doubtlefs is in fport, and does but droll,

AfTuminp; thus a rank unknown before

—

Grand caterer and drv-nurfe of the church!

I venerate the man, whole heart is warm,

Whofe hands are pure, whofe doctrine and whole life

Coincident exhibit lucid proof

That he is honeft in the lacred caufe.

To fuch 1 render more than mere refpect,

Whole actions fay that they refpect themfelves.
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But loofe in morals, and in manners vain,

In converfation frivolous, in drefs

Extreme, at once rapacious and profuie;

Frequent in park with lady at his fide,

Ambling and prattling icandal as he goes;

Put rare at home, and never at his books,

Or with his pen, lave when he fcrawls a card;

Conftant at routs, familiar with a round

Of ladyfhips, a ftranger to the poor;

Ambitious of preferment for its gold,

And well prepared, by ignorance and iloth,

Bv infidelity and love of world,

To make Gods work a finecure; a flave

To his own pleafures and his patron's pride:

From fuch apoitles, oh ye mitred heads,

Preferve the church ! and lay not carelefs hands

On fculls, that cannot teach, and will not learn.

Would I defcribe a preacher, fuch as Paul,

Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and own,

Paul mould himfelf direct me. I would trace

His mafter-ftrokes, and draw from his defign.

I would exprefs him fimple, grave, fincere
;

In doctrine uncorrupt; in language plain,

And plain in manner; decent, folemn, chafte,

And natural in gefture; much imprefled

Himfelf, as confcious of his awful charge,

And anxious mainlv that the flock he feeds

May feel it too; affectionate in look,
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And tender in addrefs, as well becomes

A meffenger of grace to guilty men.

Behold the picture!—Is it like?—Like whom?

The things that mount the roftrum with a fkip,

And then fkip down again ;
pronounce a text

;

Cry—hem; and reading what they never wrote.

Juft fifteen minutes, huddle up their work,

And with a well-bred whifper clofe the fcene!

In man or woman, but far moft in man,

And moft of all in man that minifters

And ferves the altar, in my foul I loath

All affectation. Tis my perfect fcorn;

Object of my implacable difguft.

What!—will a man play tricks, will he indulge

A filly fond conceit of his fair form,

And juft proportion, fafhionable mien,

And pretty face, in pretence of his God?

Or will he feek to dazzle me; with tropes,

As with the diamond on his lily hand,

And play his brilliant parts before my eyes,

When I am hungry for the bread of life?

He mocks his Maker, proftitutes and fhames

His noble office, and inftead of truth,

Difplaying his own beauty, ftarves his flock!

Therefore avaunt all attitude, and ftare,

And ftart theatric, practifed at the glafs!

I feek divine fimplicity in him,

Who handles things divine ; and all txifides,
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Though learned with labour, and though much admired

By curious eyes and judgments ill-informed,

To me is odious as the nafal twang

Heard at conventicle, where worthy men,

Milled bv cuflom, ftrain celeftial themes

Through the prefr. noftril, fpe<5t,acle-beftrid.

Some decent in demeanour while they preach,

That talk performed, relapfe into themfelves;

And having fpoken wifely at the clofe

Grow wanton, and give proof to every eye,

Whoever was edified, themfelves were not!

Forth comes the pocket mirror.—Firfl we fixoke

An eye-brow; next compofe a ftraggling lock;

Then with an air mod gracefully performed

Fall back into our feat, extend an arm

And lay it at its eafe with gentle care,

With handkerchief in hand depending low:

The better hand more bufy gives the nofe

Its bergamot, or aids the indebted eye

With opera glafs, to watch the moving fcene,

And recognize the flow- retiring fair.

—

Now this is fuliome, and offends me more

Than in a churchman flovenly neglect

And ruflic coarfenefs would. An heavenly mind

May be indifferent to her houfe of clay,

And flight the hovel as beneath her care;

But howr a body fo fantaftic, trim,

And quaint, in its deportment and attire,

3 A
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Can lodge an heavenly mind—demands a doubt.

He that negociates between God and man

As God's ambaffador, the grand concerns

Gf judgment and of mercy, mould beware

Of lightnefs in his fpeech. Tis pitiful

To court a grin, when you fhould woo a foul;

To break a jeft, when pity would infpire

Pathetic exhortation; and to addrefs

The fkittifh fancy with facetious tales,

When fent with God's commiffion to the heart!

So did not Paul. Direct me to a quip

Or merry turn in all he ever wrote,

And I confent you take it for your text,

Your only one, till tides and benches fail.

No, he was ferious in a ferious caufe,

And underftood too well the weighty terms

That he had taken in charge. He would not ftoop

To conquer thofe by jocular exploits,

Whom truth and fobernefs aflailed in vain.

Oh popular applaufe ! what heart of man

Is proof againft thy fweet feducing charms?

The wifeft and the beft feel urgent need

Of all their caution in thy gentleft gales;

But fwelled into a guft—who then alas 1

With all his canvafs fet, and inexpert,

And therefore heedlefs, can withitand thy power ?

Praife from the riveted lips of toothlefs bald

Decrepitude, and in the looks of lean
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And craving poverty, and in the bow

Ilefpectful of the fmutched artificer,

Is oft too welcome, and may much difturb

The bias of the purpofe. How much more,

Poured forth by beauty fplendid and polite,

In language foft as adoration breathes?

Ah fpare your idol! think him human flill.

Charms he mav have, but he has frailties too!

Dote not too much, nor fpoil what ye admire.

All truth is from the fempiternal fource

Of light divine. But Egypt, Greece, and Rome,

Drew from the ftream below. More favoured we

Drink, when we choofe it, at the fountain head.

To them it flowed much mingled and defiled

"With hurtful error, prejudice, and dreams

lllulive of philofophy, fo called,

But falfely. Sages after fages itrove

In vain to filter off a cryftal draught

Pure from the lees, which often more enhanced

The thirft, than flaked it, and not feldom bred

Intoxication and delirium wild.

In vain they pufhed inquiry to the birth

And fpring-time of the world! afked, Whence is man?

Why formed at all? and wherefore as he is?

Where rauft he find his Maker? with what rites

Adore him? Will he hear, accept, and blefs?

Or does he fit regai'dlels of his works?

Has man within him an immortal feed?

3 a 2
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Or does the tomb take all? If he furvive

His allies, where? and in what weal or woe?

Knots worthy of folution, which alone

A Deity could folve. Their anfwers, vague

And all at random, fabulous and dark,

Left them as dark themfelves. Their rules of life

Defective and unfancYioned, proved too weak

To bind the roving appetite, and lead

Blind nature to a God not yet revealed.

Tis revelation fatisfies all doubts,

Explains all mylleries except her own,

And fo illuminates the path of life,

That fools difcover it, and ftray no more.

Now tell me, dignified and fapient fir,

My man of morals, nurtured in the fhades

Of Academus—is this falfe or true?

Is Chrift the abler teacher, or the fehools?

If Chrift, then why refort at every turn

To Athens or to Rome, for wifdom fhort

Of man's occafions, when in him retide

Grace, knowledge, comfort—an unfathomed ftore?

How oft, when Paul has ferved us with a text,

Has Epictetus, Plato, Tully, preached!

Men that, if now alive, would fit content

And humble learners of a Saviour's worth,

Preach it who might. Such was their love of truth,.

Their tbirft of knowledge, and their candour too!
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And thus it is.—The paftor, either vain

By nature, or by flattery made ib, taught

To g;3ze at liis own fplendour, and to exalt

Abfurdly, not his office, but himfelf;

Or unenlightened, and too proud to learn;

Or vicious, and not therefore apt to teach;

Perverting often, by the ltrefs of lewd

And loofe example, whom he mould inftrucl;

Expofes, and holds up to broad difgrace,

The nobleft function, and difcredits much
The brighten truths, that man has ever feen.

For ghoftly counfel; if it either fall

Below the exigence, or be not backed

With fhow of love, at lean; with hopeful proof

Of fome flncerity on the giver's part;

Or be difhonoured in the exterior form

And mode of its conveyance by fuch tricks,

As move derifion, or by foppifh airs

And hiurionic mummery, that let down

The pulpit to the level of the ftage;

Drops from the lips a difregarded thing.

The weak perhaps are moved, but are not taught,

While prejudice in men of ftronger minds

Takes deeper root, confirmed by what they fee.

A relaxation of religion's hold

Upon the roving and untutored heart

Soon follows, and, the curb of confcience fnapt,

The laity run wild.—But do they now ?
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Note their extravagance, and be convinced.

As nations, ignorant of God, contrive

A wooden one; i'o we, no longer taught

By monitors, that mother church fupplies,

Now make our own. Pofterity will aik

(If e'er pofterity fee verfe of mine)

Some fifty or an hundred luftrums hence,

What was a monitor in George's days ?

My very gentle reader yet unborn,

Of whom I needs raufl augur better things,

Since heaven would fure grow weary of a world

Productive only of a race like our's,

A monitor is wood—plank fhaven thin.

We wear it at our backs. There, clofely braced

And neatly fitted, it comprefTes hard

The prominent and moit unfightly bones,

And binds the moulders ilat. We prove its ufe

Sovereign and moft effectual to lecure

A form, not now gymnaltic as of yore,

From rickets and diftortion elfe our lot.

But, thus admoniihed, we can walk erect

—

One proof at leaft of manhood! while the friend

Sticks clofe, a Mentor worthy of his charge.

Our habits, coftlier than Lucullus wore,

And by caprice as multiplied as his.

Juft pleafe us while the fafhion is at full,

But change with every moon. The fycophant,

Who waits to drefs us, arbitrates their date;
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Surveys his fair reverfion with keen eye;

Finds one ill made, another obfolete,

This fits not nicely, that is ill conceived;

And, making prize of all that he condemns,

With our expenditure defrays his own.

Variety's the very fpice of life,

That gives it all its flavour. We have run

Through every change, that fancy at the loom

Exhaufted has had genius to fupply;

And, itudious of mutation ftill, difcard

A real elegance, a little ufed,

For monftrous novelty, and ftrange difguiie.

We facrince to drefs, till houfehold joys

And comforts ceafe. Drefs drains our cellar dry,

And keeps our larder lean
; puts out our fires,

And introduces hunger, froft, and woe,

Where peace and hofpitality might reign.

What man that lives, and that knows how to live,

Would fail to exhibit at the public fhows

A form as fplendid as the proudeft there,

Though appetite raife outcries at the coft?

A man of the town dines late; but foon enough,

With reafonable forecaft and difpatch,

To infure a fide box nation at half price.

You think perhaps fo delicate his drefs,

His dailv fare as delicate. Alas!

He picks clean teeth, and, bufy as he feems

With an old tavern quill, is hungry yet!
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The rout is Folly's circle, which (lie draws

WBh magic wand. So potent is the lpell,

That none, decoyed into that fatal ring,

Unlefs by heaven's peculiar grace, efcape.

There we grow early gray, but never wife;

There form connexions, but acquire no friend;

Solicit pleafure hopelefs of fuccefs

;

Y\
r
afte youth in occupations only fit

For fecond childhood, and devote old age

To fports, which only childhood could excufe.

There they are happieft, who diiTemble beft

Their wearineis; and they the moil polite,

Who fquander time and treafure with a Imile,

Though at their own definition. She, that aiks

Her dear live hundred friends, contemns them al ,

And hates their coming. They (what can they left?)

Make iuft reprifals; and with cringe and ftirug

And bow obfequious, hide their hate of her.

AH catch the frenzy, downward from her grace,

Whofe flambeaux flam againft the morning fkies,

And gild our chamber ceilings as they pafs,

To her, who frugal only that her thrift

May feed exceffes flic can ill afford,

Is hackneyed home unlacqueyed; who in halte

Alighting turns the key in her own door,

And, at the watchman's lantern borrowing light,

Finds a cold bed her only comfort left.

Wives beggar huibands, hufbands ftarve their wives,
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On fortune's velvet altar offering up

Their laft poor pittance—fortune, moft fevere

Of goddefTes yet known, and coftlier far

Than all, that held their routs in Juno's heaven.

—

So fare we in this prifon-houfe the world;

And 'tis a fearful fpectacle to fee

So many maniacs dancing in their chains.

They gaze upon the links, that hold them faft,

With eyes of anguifh, execrate their lot,

Then fhake them in defpair, and dance again'

Now bafket up the family of plagues,

That wafte our vitals; peculation, fale

Of honour, perjury, corruption, frauds

By forgery, by lubterfuge of law,

By tricks and lies as numerous and as keen

As the necefllties their authors feel;

Then caft them, clofely bundled, every brat

At the right door. Pronation is the fire.

Pronation unreftrained, with all that's bafe

In character, has littered all the land,

And bred, within the memory of no fe\v T

A priefthood, fuch as Baal's was of old,

A people, fuch as never was till now.

It is a hungry vice:—it eats up all,

That gives fociety its beauty, ftrengtb,

Convenience, and fecuritv, and ufe:

Makes men mere vermin, worthv to be trapped

And gibbeted, as fait as catchpole claws

3 b
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Can feize the llippery prey: unties the knot

Of union, and converts the facred band,

That holds mankind together, to a fcourge.

Profufion, deluging a Mate with lulls

Of groffeft nature and of worn: effects,

Prepares it for its ruin : hardens, blinds,

And warps, the confciences of public men,

Till they can laugh at virtue; mock the fools

That truft them; and in the end difclofe a face,

That would have fhocked credulity herfelf,

Unmafked, vouchfafing this their fole excufe

—

Since all alike are felfifh, why not they?

This does profufion, and the accurfed caufe

Of fuch deep mifchief has itfelf a caufe.

In colleges and halls in ancient days,

When learning, virtue, piety, and truth,

Were precious, and inculcated with care,

There dwelt a fage called Difcipline. His head,

Not yet by time completely filverd o'er,

Befpoke him paft the bounds of freakifh youth.

But ftrong for fervice ffill, and unimpaired.

His eye was meek and gentle, and a fmile

Played on his lips; and in his fpeech was heard

Paternal fweetnefs, dignity, and love.

The occupation deareft to his heart

Was to encourage goodnefs. He would ftroke

The head of modeft and ingenuous worth,

That blumed at its own praife; and prefs the youth
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Clofe to bis fide, that pleafed him. Learning grew,

Beneath his care a thriving vigorous plant;

The mind was well informed, the paffions held

Subordinate, and diligence was choice.

If e'er it chanced, as fometimes chance it mufu,

That one among fo many overleaped

The limits of controul, his gentle eye

Grew ftern, and darted a fevere rebuke:

His frown was full of terror, and his voice

Shook the delinquent with fuch fits of awe,

As left him not, till penitence had won

Loft favour back again, and clofed the breach.

But Difcipline, a faithful fervant long,

Declined at length into the vale of years;

A palfy ftruck his arm; his fparkling eye

Was quenched in rheums of age: his voice unftrung

Grew tremulous, and moved derifion more

Than reverence in perverfe rebellious youth.

So colleges and halls neglected much

Their good old friend; and Difcipline at length

O'erlooked and unemployed fell fick and died.

Then ftudy languifhed, emulation flept,

And virtue fled. The fchools became a fcene

Of folemn farce, where Ignoiance in ftilts,

His cap well lined with logic not his own,

With parrot +ongue performed the fcholar's part,

Proceeding fooA . a graduated dunce.

Then compromile bad place, and fcrutiny

3 B 2
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Became ftone blind; precedence went in truck,

And he was competent whofe purfe was fo.

A dillblution of all bonds enfued;

The curbs invented for the muliih mouth

Of head-ftrong youth were broken; bars and bolts

Grew rufty by difufe; and many gates

Forgot their office, opening with a touch

;

Till gowns at length are found mere mafquerade,

The taneled cap and the fpruce band a jeft,

A mockery of the world ! What need of thefe

For gamefters, jockeys, brothellers impure,

Spendthrifts, and booted fportfmen, oftener feen

With belted waift and pointers at their heels,

Than in the bounds of duty? What was learned,

If aught was learned in childhood, is forgot;

And fuch expence, as pinches parents blue,

And mortifies the liberal hand of love,

Is fquandered in purfuit of idle fports

And vicious pleafures; buys the boy a name,

That fits a ftigma on his father's houfe,

And cleaves through life infeparably clofe

To him, that wears it. What can after-games

Of riper joys, and commerce with the world,

The lewd vain world, that muft receive him foon,.

Add to fuch erudition, thus acquired,

Where fcience and where virtue are profeffed?

They may confirm his habits, rivet fail

His folly, but to fpoil him is a tafk,
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That bids defiance to the united powers

Of fafhion, diflipation, taverns, flews.

Now blame we moft the nurflings or the nurfe?

The children crooked, and twifted, and deformed,

Through want of care; or her, whofe winking eye

And flumbering ofcitancy mars the brood?

The nurfe no doubt. Regardlefs of her charge

She needs herfelf correction ; needs to learn,

That it is dangerous fporting with the world,

With things fo facred as a nation's trufl:,

The nurture of her youth, her deareft pledge.

All are not fuch. I had a brother once

—

Peace to the memory of a man of worth,

A man of letters, and of manners too!

Of manners fweet as virtue alwavs wears,

When gav good-nature dreffes her in fmiles.

He graced a college *, in which order yet

Was facred; and was honoured, loved, and wept,

By more than one, themielves confpicuous there.

Some minds are tempered happily, and rnixt

With fuch ingredients of good fenfe, and tafte

Of what is excellent in man, thev thirft

With iuch a zeal to be what they approve,

That no reftraints can circumfcribe them more

Than they themielves by choice, for wifdom's fake;

Nor can example hurt them: what they fee

* Bene't Coll. Cambridge.
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Of vice in others but enhancing more

The charms of virtue in their jull efieem.

If fuch efcape contagion, and emerge

Pure from lo foul a pool to mine abroad,

And give the world their talents and themfelveih

Small thanks to thole, whole negligence of iloth

Expofed their inexperience to the fnare,

And left them to an undirected choice.

See then the quiver broken and decayed,

In which are kept our arrows! Rufting there

In wild diforder, and unfit for ufe,

What wonder if, difcharged into the world)

They fhame their mooters with a random flight,

Their points obtufe, and feathers drunk with wine!

Well may the church wage unfuccefsful war

With fuch artillery armed. Vice parries wide

The un dreaded volley with a fword of Itraw,

And Hands an impudent and fearlefs mark.

Have we not tracked the felon home, and found

His birth-place and his dam ? The country mourns,

Mourns becaufe every plague, that can infefr.

Society, and that faps and worms the bafe

Of the edifice, that policy has raifed,

Swarms in all quarters: meets the eye, the ear,

And fuffocates the breath at every turn.

Profufion breeds them ; and the caufe itfelf

Of that calamitous mifchief has been found

:

Found too where moll offenfive, in the fkirts
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Of the robed pedagogue ! Elfe let the arraigned

Stand up unconfcious, and refute the charge.

So, when the Jewifh leader ftretched his arm,

And waved his rod divine, a race obfcene,

Spawned in the muddy beds of Nile, came forth,

Polluting Egypt: gardens, fields, and plains,

Were covered with the pen:; the ftreets were filled;

The croaking nuifance lurked in every nook;

Nor palaces, nor even chambers, 'fcaped;

And the land ftank—fo numerous was the fry.
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As one, who long in thickets and in brakes

Entangled winds now this way and now that

His devious courfe uncertain, feeking home;

Or, having long in miry ways been foiled

And fore difcomfited, from Hough to flough

Plunging and half defpairing of efcape

;

If chance at length he find a greenfward fmooth

And faithful to the foot, his fpirits rife,

He chirrups brifk his ear-erecYmg fteed,

And winds his way with pleafure and with eafe;

So I, defigning other themes, and called

To adorn the Sofa with eulogium due,

To tell its flumbers, and to paint its dreams,

Have rambled wide. In country, city, feat

Of academic fame (howe'er dcferved),

Long held, and fcarcely difengaged at laft.

3 c 2



380 THE TASK. BOOK UK

But now with pleafant pace a cleanlier road

I mean to tread. I feel myfelf at large,

Courageous and refrefhed for future toil,

If toil await me, or if dangers new.

Since pulpits fail, and founding boards reflect

Moil part an empty ineffeclual found,

What chance that 1 to fame fo little known,

Nor converfant with men or manners much,

Should fpeak to purpofe, or with better hope

Crack the fatiric thong? 'Twere wifer far

For me, enamoured of fequeilered fcenes,

And charmed with rural beauty, to repofe,

Where chance may throw me, beneath elm or vine,

My languid limbs, when fummer fears the plains;

Or, when rough winter rages, on the foft

And fheltered Sofa, while the nitrous air

Feeds a blue name, and makes a cheerful hearth;

There, undiflurbed by folly, and apprized

How great the danger of diflurbing her,

To mule in filence, or at leaf! confine

Remarks, that gall fo many, to the few

My partners in retreat. Difgull concealed

Is oft-times proof of wifdom, when the fault

Is obftinate, and cure beyond our reach.

Domeftic happinefs, thou only blifs

Of Paradife, that hail furvived the fall

!

Though few now taile thee unimpaired and pure,

Or tailing long enjoy thee! too infirm,
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Or too Incautious, to preferve thy fweets

Unmixt with drops of bitter, which neglect

Or temper fheds into thy cryftal cup;

Thou art the nurfe of virtue, in thine arms

She fmiles, appearing, as in truth fhe is,

Heaven-born, and deftined to the ikies again.

Thou art not known where pleafure is adored.

That reeling goddefs with the zonelefs waift

And wandering eyes, flill leaning on the arm

Of novelty, her fickle frail fupport;

For thou art meek and conftant, hating change,

And finding in the calm of truth-tried love

Joys, that her flormy raptures never yield.

Forfaking thee what fhipwreck have we made

Of honour, dignity, and fair renown

!

Till proftitution elbows us afide

In all our crowded ftreets; and fenates ieem

Convened for purpofes of empire lefs,

Than to releafe the adultrefs from her bond.

The adultrefs! what a theme for angry verfe!

What provocation to the indignant heart,

That feels for injured love! but I difdain

The naufeous ta(k to paint her as fhe is,

Cruel, abandoned, glorying in her fhame!

No:—let her pafs, and chariotted along

In guilty fplendour make the public ways;

The frequency of crimes has wafhed them white,

And verfe of mine fhall never brand the wretch,
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Whom matrons now of character unfmirched,

And chafte themfelves, are not afhamed to own.

Virtue and vice had boundaries in old time

Not to be paffed: and fhe, that had renounced

Her fex's honour, was renounced herfelf

By all that prized it; not for prudery's fake,

But dignity's, refentful of the wrong.

Twas hard perhaps on here and there a waif,

Defirous to return, and not received

:

But was an wholefome rigour in the main,

And taught the unblemifhed to preferve with care

That purity, whofe lofs was lofe of all.

Men too were nice in honour in thofe days,

And judged offenders well. Then he that fharped,

And pocketted a prize by fraud obtained,

Was marked and fhunned as odious. He that fold

His country, or was flack when fhe required

His every nerve in action and at flretch,

Paid with the blood, that he had bafely fpared,

The price of his default. But now—yes, now,

We are become fo candid and fo fair,

So liberal in conftrucYion, and fo rich

in chriftian charity, (good-natured age!)

That they are fafe, finners of either fex,

Tranfgrefs what laws they may. Well dreffed,. well bred,

.

Well equipaged, is ticket good enough

To pafs us readily through every door.

Hypocrify, deteit her as we may,
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(And no man's hatred ever wronged her yet)'

May claim this merit null—that fhe admits

The worth of what fhe mimics with fuch care,

And thus gives virtue indirect applaufe;

But fhe has burnt her mafk not needed here,

Where vice has fuch allowance, that her fluffs

And fpecious femblances have loft their ufe.

I was a ftricken deer, that left the herd

Long fince ; with many an arrow deep infixt

My panting fide was charged, when I withdrew

To feek a tranquil death in diftant fhades.

There was I found by one, who had himfelf

Been hurt by the archers. In his fide he bore,

And in his hands and feet, the cruel fears.

With gentle force foliciting the darts,

He drew them forth, and healed, and bade me live.

Since then, with few affociates, in remote

And filent woods I wander, far from thofe

My former partners of the peopled fcene;

With few afTociates, and not wifhing more.

Here much I ruminate, as much I may,

With other views of men and manners now

Than once, and others of a life to come,

I fee that all are wanderers, gone aftray

Each in his own delufions; they are loft

In chafe of fancied happinefs, ftill wooed

And never won. Dream after dream enfues;

And flill they dream that they fhall ftill fucceed,



384 THE TASK. 300K III,

And ftill are difappointed. Rings the world

With the vain ftir. I fum up half mankind,

And add two thirds of the remaining half,

And find the total of their hopes and fears

Dreams, empty dreams. The million flit as gay

As if created only like the fly,

That fpreads his motley wings in the eye of noon,.

To fport their feafon, and be feen no more.

The reft are fober dreamers, grave and wife,

And pregnant with difcoveries new and rare.

Some write a narrative of wars, and feats

Of heroes little known; and call the rant

An hiftory: defcribe the man, of whom
His own coevals took but little note,

And paint his perfon, character, and views,

As they had known him from his mother's womb*

They difentangle from the puzzled fkein,

In which obfcurity has wrapped them up,

The threads of politic and fhrewd defign,

That ran through all his purpofes, and charge

His mind with meanings that he never had,

Or having kept concealed. Some drill and bore

The folid earth, and from the flxata there

Extract a regifter, by which we learn,

That he who made it, and revealed its date

To Mofes, was miftaken in its age.

Some, more acute, and more induftrious ftill,

Contrive creation; travel nature up
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To the fharp peak of her fublimeft height,

And tell us whence the ftars; why fome are fixed,

And planetary fome; what gave them firft

Rotation, from what fountain flowed their light.

Great conteft follows, and much learned duft

Involves the combatants; each claiming truth,

And truth difclaiming both. And thus they fpend

The little wick of life's poor fhallow lamp

In playing tricks with nature, giving laws

To diflant worlds, and trifling in their own.

Is't not a pity now, that tickling rheums

Should ever teafe the lungs, and blear the fight

Of oracles like thefe? Great pity too,

That having wielded the elements, and built

A thoufand fyflems, each in his own way,

They mould go out in fume, and be forgot?

Ah! what is life thus fpent? and what are they

But frantic, who thus fpend it? all for fmoke

—

Eternity for bubbles proves at laft

A fenfelefs bargain. When I fee fuch games

Played by the creatures of a power, who fwears

That he will judge the earth, and call the fool

To a fharp reckoning, that has lived in vain;

And when I weigh this teeming wifdom well,

And prove it in the infallible refult

So hollow and fo falfe—I feel my heart

DhTolve in pity, and account the learned,

If this be learning, raoft of all deceived.

3 D



580 THE TASK. BOOK HI.

Great crimes alarm the confcicnce, but it ileeps,

While thoughtful man is plauhbly amufed.

Defend me therefore common fenfe, fay I,

Trom reveries fo airy, from the toil

Of dropping buckets into empty wells,

And growing old in drawing nothing up!

'Twere well, fays one fage erudite, profound,

Terribly arched and aquiline his nofe,

And overbuilt with moil: impending brows,

'Twere well, could you permit the world to live

As the world pleafes. What's the world to you?

Much. I was born of woman, and drew milk

As fweet as charity from human breads.

I think, articulate, I laugh and weep,

And exercife all functions of a man.

How then mould I and any man that lives

Be itrangers to each other? Pierce my vein,

Take of the crimfon ftream meandering there,

And catechife it well; apply thy glafs,

Search it, and prove now if it be not blood

Congenial with thine own: and, if it be,

What edge of fubtlety canft thou fuppofe

Keen enough, wife and fkilful as thou art,

To cut the link of brotherhood, by which

One common Maker bound me to the kind ?

True; I am no proficient, I confefs,

In arts like your's. I cannot call the fwift

And perilous lightnings from the angry clouds.
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And bid them hide themfelves in earth beneath;

I cannot analyfe the air, nor catch

The parallax of yonder luminous point,

That feems half quenched in the immenfe abyfs:

Such powers I boaft not—neither can I reft

A filent witnefs of the headlong rage,

Or heedlefs folly, by which thoufands die,

Bone of my bone, and kindred fouls to mine.

God never meant that man fhould fcale the heavens

By ftrides of human wifdom. In his works,

Though wondrous, he commands us in his word

To feck him rather, where his mercy fhines.

The mind indeed, enlightened from above,

Views him in all ; afcribes to the grand caufe

The grand effect; acknowledges with joy

His manner, and with rapture taftes his ftyle.

But never yet did philofophic tube,

That brings the planets home into the eye

Of obfervation, and difcovers, elfe

Not vifible, his family of worlds,

Difcover him, that rules them; fuch a veil

Hangs over mortal eyes, blind from the birth,

And dark in things divine. Full often too

Our wayward intellect, the more we learn

Of nature, overlooks her author more;

From initrumental caufes proud to draw

Conclusions retrograde, and mad miftake.

But if his word once teach us, fhoot a ray

3 D 2
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Through all the heart's dark chambers, and reveal

Truths undifcerned but by that holy light,

Then all is plain. Fhilofophy, baptized

In the pure fountain of eternal love,

Has eyes indeed; and viewing all the fees

As meant to indicate a God to man,

Gives him his praife, and forfeits not her own.

Learning has borne fuch fruit in other days

On all her branches : piety has found

Friends in the friends of fcience, and true prayer

Has flowed from lips wet with Caftalian dews.

Such was thy wifdom, Newton, childlike fage!

Sagacious reader of the works of God,

And in his word faoacious. Such too thine,

Milton, whole genius had angelic wings,

And fed on manna! And fuch thiner in whom
Our Britifh Themis gloried with juft caufe,

Immortal Hale ! for deep difcernment praifed,

And found integrity, not more than famed

For fanclity of manners undefiled.

All flefh is grafs, and all its glory fades

Like the fair flower difhevelled in the wind;

Riches have wings, and grandeur is a dreams

The man we celebrate muft find a tomb,

And we that worfhip him ignoble graves.

Nothing is proof againfr. the general curfe

Of vanity, that feizes all below.

The only amaranthine flower on earth
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Is virtue; the Only lafting treafure, truth.

But what is truth? 'twas Pilate's queftion put

To Truth itfelf, that deigned him no reply.

And wherefore ? Will not God impart his light

To them that afk it?—Freely
—

'tis his joy,

His glory, and his nature, to impart.

But to the proud, uncandid, infincere,

Or negligent, inquirer not a fpark.

What's that, which brings contempt upon a book

And him who writes it, though the ftyle be neat,

The method clear, and argument exa6t?

That makes a minifter in holy things

The joy of many, and the dread of more,

His name a theme for praife and for reproach?—

-

That, while it gives us worth in God's account,

Depreciates and undoes us in our own?

What pearl is it that rich men cannot buy,

That learning is too proud to gather up;

But which the poor, and the defpifed of all,

Seek and obtain, and often find unfought?

Tell me—and I will tell thee what is truth.

O friendly to the beft purfuits of man,

Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace,

Domeftic life in rural leifure pafTed!

Few know thy value, and few tafte thy fweets;

Though many boaft thy favours, and affect

To underftand and choofe thee for their own,

But foolifh man foregoes his proper blifs,
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E'en as his firft progenitor, and quits,

Though placed in paradife, (for earth has ftill

Some traces of her youthful beauty left)

Subftantial happinefs for transient joy.

Scenes formed for contemplation, and to nurfe

The growing feeds of wifdom ; that fuggeft,

By every pleafing image they prefent,

Reflections fuch as meliorate the heart,

Compote the paffions, and exalt the mind;

Scenes fuch as thefe, 'tis his fupreme delight

To fill with riot, and defile with blood.

Should fome contagion, kind to the poor brutes

We perfecute, annihilate the tribes,

That draw the lportfman over hill and dale

Fearlefs and rapt away from all his cares;

Should never game-fowl hatch her eggs again,

Nor baited hook deceive the frfh's eye;

Could pageantry and dance, and feaft and fong,

Be quelled in all our fummer-months' retreat;

How many felf-deluded nymphs and fwains,

Who dream they have a tafte for fields and groves,

Would find them hideous nurferies of the fpleen,

And crowd the roads, impatient for the town J

They love the country, and none elle, who feek

For their own fake its filence and its made.

Delights which who would leave, that has a heart

Sufceptible of pity, or a mind

Cultured and capable of fober thought,
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For all the favage din of the fwift pack,

And clamours of the field ?—Detefted fport,

That owes its pleafures to another's pain ;

That feeds upon the fobs and dying fhrieks

Of harmlefs nature, dumb, but yet endued

With eloquence, that agonies infpire,

Of filent tears and heart-diftendins fighs ?

Vain tears, alas, and fighs, that never find

A correfponding tone in jovial fouls I

Well—one at leaft is fafe. One fheltered hare

Has never heard the fanguinary yell

Of cruel man, exulting in her woes.

Innocent partner of my peaceful home,

Whom ten long years experience of my care

Has made at laft familiar ; fhe has loft

Much of her vigilant inftinctive dread,

Not needful here, beneath a roof like mine.

Yes—thou mayeft eat thy bread, and lick the hand

That feeds thee ; thou mayeft frolic on the floor

At evening, and at night retire fecure

To thy ftraw couch, and flumber unalarmed;

For I have gained thy confidence, have pledged

All that is human in me to protect

Thine unfufpecling gratitude and love.

If I furvive thee I will dig thy grave

;

And, when I place thee in it, fighing fay,

I knew at leaft one hare that had a friend # .

* See the note at the end of the volume,
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How various his employments, whom the world

Calls idle; and who juftly in return

Efteems that bufy world an idler too.

Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen,

Delightful induitry enjoyed at home,

And -nature in her cultivated trim

Drefled to his tafte, inviting him abroad

—

Can he want occupation who has thefe?

Will he be idle who has much to enjoy?

Me therefore itudious of laborious eafe,

Not ilothful, happy to deceive the time,

Not wafte it, and aware that human life

Is but a loan to be repaid with ufe,

When He inall call his debtors to account,

From whom are all our blefhno-s: bufinefs finds

E'en here: while fedulous I leek to improve,

At leail neglect not, or leave unemployed,

The mind he gave me; driving it, though flack

Too oft, and much impeded in its work

By caufes not to be divulged in vain,

To its juft point—the fervice of mankind.

He, that attends to his interior felf,

That has a heart, and keeps it; has a mind

Mhat hungers, and fupplies it; and who feeks

A focial, not a diiiipated life,

Has bufinefs; feeis himfelf engaged to achieve

No unimportant, though a filent, talk.

A life all turbulence and noife may feem
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To him that leads it wife, and to be praifed;

But wiidom is a pearl with moft iiiccefs

Sought in ftill water, and beneath clear fkies.

Ke that is ever occupied in ftorms,

Or dives not for it, or brings up inftead,

Vainly induftrious, a difgraceful prize.

The morning finds the felf-fequeftered man
Frefh for his tafk, intend what talk he may.

Whether inclement feafons recommend

His warm but fimple home, where he enjoys

With her, who fhares his pleafures and his heart,

Sweet converfe, fipping calm the fragrant lymph,

Which neatly fhe prepares; then to his book

Well chofen, and not fullenly perufed

In felfifh filence, but imparted oft,

As aught occurs, that fhe may fmile to hear,

Or turn to nourifhment, digefted well.

Or if the garden with its many cares,

All well repaid, demand him, he attends

The welcome call, confcious how much the hand

Of lubbard labour needs his watchful eye,

Oft loitering lazily, if not o'erfeen,

Or milapplying his unfkilful ftrength.

Nor does he govern only or direct,

But much performs himfelf. No works indeed,

That afk robuft tough finews, bred to toil,

Servile employ; but fuch as may amufe,

Not tire, demanding rather fkill than force,

3 E
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Proud of his well-fpread walls, be views his trees

That meet (no barren interval between)

With pleafure more than e'en their fruits afford,

Which, fave himfelf who trains them, none can feel;

Thefe therefore are his own peculiar charge;

No meaner hand may difciplirie the moots,

None but his fteel approach them. What is weak,

Diftempered, or has loft prolific powers,

Impaired by age, his unrelenting hand

Dooms to the knife; nor does he fpare the foft

And fucculent, that feeds its giant growth,

But barren, at the expence of neighbouring twigs

Lefs oftentatious, and yet ftudded thick

With hopeful gems. The reft, no portion left

That may difgrace his art, or difappoint

Large expectation, he difpofes neat

At meafured diftances, that air and fun,

Admitted freely may afford their aid,

And ventilate and warm the fwelling buds.

Hence fummer has her riches, autumn hence,

And hence e'en winter fills his withered hand

With blufhing fruits, and plenty not his own*.

Fair recompenfe of labour well beftowed,

And wife precaution; which a clime fo rude

Makes needful ftill, whofe fpring is but the child

Of churlifh winter, in her froward moods

* Miraturque novos fru&us et non fua poma. Virc.
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Difcovering much the temper of her fire.

For oft, as if in her the fiream of mild

Maternal nature had reverfed its courfe,

She brings her infants forth with many fmiles;

But once delivered kills them with a frown.

He therefore timely warned himfelf fupplies

Her want of care, fcreening and keeping warm
The plenteous bloom, that no rough blafl may fweep
His garlands from the boughs. Again, as oft

As the fun peeps and vernal airs breathe mild,

The fence withdrawn, he gives them every beam,
And fpreads his hopes before the blaze of day.

To raife the prickly and green-coated gourd,

So grateful to the palate, and when rare

So coveted, elfe bafe and difefteemed

—

Food for the vulgar merely—is an art

That toiling ages have but jure matured,

And at this moment unafTayed in fono-.

Yet gnats have had, and frogs and mice, long mice,
Their eulogy; thofe fang the Mantuan bard,

And thefe the Grecian, in ennobling ftrains;

And in thy numbers, Phillips, mines for aye

The folitary milling. Pardon then,

Ye fage difpenfers of poetic fame,

The ambition of one meaner far, whofe powers,

Preiuming an attempt not lefs fublime,

Pant for the praife of dreffing to the tafte

Of critic appetite, no fordid fare,

3 e 2
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A cucumber, while coftly yet and fcarce.

The ftable yields a ftercoraceous heap,

Impregnated with quick fermenting falts,

And potent to refift the freezing blaft:

For, ere the beech and elm have caft their leaf

Deciduous, when now November dark

Checks vegetation in the torpid plant

Expofed to his cold breath, the tall begins.

Warily therefore and with prudent heed

He feeks a favoured fpot; that where he builds

The agglomerated pile his frame may front

The fun's meridian difk, and at the back

Enjoy clofe fhelter, wall, or reeds, or hedge

Impervious to the wind. Firft he bids fpread

Dry fern or littered hay, that may imbibe

The afcending damps; then leifurely impofe,

And lightly, making it with agile hand

From the full fork, the faturated ftraw.

What longeft binds the clofeft forms fecure

The fhapely fide, that as it rifes takes,

By juft degrees, an overhanging breadth,

Sheltering the bafe with its projected eaves;

The uplifted frame, compact at every joint,

And overlaid with clear tranflucent glafs,

He fettles next upon the Hoping mount,

Whofe fharp declivity moots off fecure

From the darned pane the deluge as it falls.

He fhuts it clofe, and the firft labour ends.
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Thrice muft the voluble and reftlefs earth

Spin round upon her axle, ere the warmth,

Slow gathering in the midft, through the fquare mafs

Diffufed, attain the furface: when, behold!

A peftilent and moft corrofive ftream,

Like a grofs fog Boeotian, riling faft,

And fait condenfed upon the dewy faih,

Afks egrefs; which obtained, the overcharged

And drenched confervatory breathes abroad,

In volumes wheeling flow, the vapour dank;

And purified rejoices to have loft

Its foul inhabitant. But to afTuage

The impatient fervour, which it firft conceives

Within its reeking bofom, threatening death

To his young hopes, requires difcreet delay.

Experience, flow preceptrefs, teaching oft

The way to glory by mifcarriage foul,

Muft prompt him, and admonifh how to catch

The aufpicious moment, when the tempered heat*

Friendly to vital motion, may afford

Soft fomentation, and invite the feed.

The feed, felected wifely, plump, and fmooth,

And gloffy, he commits to pots of fize

Diminutive, well filled with well-prepared

And fruitful foil, that has been treafured long,

And drank no moifture from the dripping clouds:

Thefe on the warm and genial earth, that hides

The fmoaking manure and o'erfpreads it all,
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He places lightly, and, as time fubdues

The rage of fermentation, plunges deep

In the loft medium, till they fraud immerfed.

Then rife the tender germs, upftarting quick,

And ipreading wide their fpongy lobes; at firil

Pale, wan, and livid; but affuming loon,

If fanned by balmy and nutritious air,

Strained through the friendly mats, a vivid green.

Two leaves produced, two rough indented leaves,

Cautious he pinches from the fecond flalk

A pimple, that portends a future fprout,

And interdicts its growth. Thence ftraight fucceed

The branches, fturdy to his utmoft with;

Prolific all, and harbingers of more.

The crowded roots demand enlargement now,

And tranfplantation in an ampler fpace.

Indulged in what they wifh, they foon fupply

Large foliage, overfhadowing golden flowers,

Blown on the fummit of the apparent fruit.

Thefe have their fexes! and, when fummer mines,

The bee tranfports the fertilizing meal

From flower to flower, and e'en the breathing air

"Wafts the rich prize to its appointed ufe.

Not fo when winter fcouls. Affiilant art

Then acts in nature's office, brings to pafs

The glad efpoulals, and enfures the crop.

Grudge not ye rich, (fince luxury mull have

His dainties, and the world's more numerous half
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Lives by contriving delicates for you)

Grudge not the coft. Ye little know the cares,

The vigilance, the labour, and the fkill,

That day and night are exercifed, and hang

Upon the ticklifh balance of fufpenfe,

That ye may garnifh your profuie regales

With fummer fruits brought forth by wintry funs.

Ten thoufand dangers lie in wait to thwart

The procefs. Heat and cold, and wind, and fleam,

Moifture and drought, mice, worms, and fwarming flies,

Minute as duft, and numberlefs, oft work

Dire difappointment, that admits no cure,

And which no care can obviate. It were long

Too long, to tell the expedients and the fhifts,

"Which he that fights a feafon fo fevere

Devifes, while he guards his tender truftj

And oft at laft in vain. The learned and wife

SarcafUc would exclaim, and judge the fong

Cold as its theme, and like its theme the fruit

Of too much labour, worthlefs when produced.

Who loves a garden loves a green-boufe too.

Unconfcious of a lefs propitious clime,

There blooms exotic beauty warm and fnug,

While the winds whittle and the fnows defcend.

The fpiry myrtle with unwithering leaf

Shines there, and nouriflies. The golden boatt

Of Portugal and weftern India there,

The ruddier orange, and the paler lime,
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Peep through their polifhed foliage at the ftorm,

And feem to (mile at what they need not fear.

The amomum there with intermingling flowers

i\nd cherries hangs her twigs. Geranium boafls

Her crimfon honours, and the fpangled beau,

Ficoides, glitters bright the winter long.

All plants, of every leaf, that can endure

The winter's frown, if fcreened from his fhrewd bite,

Live there, and profper. Thofe Aufonia claims,

Levantine regions thefe; the Azores fend

Their jeflamine, her jeflam hie remote

Carfraia: foreigners from many lands,

They form one focial fliade, as if convened

By magic fummons of the Orphean lyre.

Yet juft arrangement, rarely brought to pafs

But by a matter's hand, difpofing well

The gay divert! ties of leaf and flower,

Muft lend its aid to illuftrate all their charms,

And drefs the regular vet various fcene.

Plant behind plant afpiring, in the van

The dwarfifh, in the rear retired, but ftill

Sublime above the reft, the ftatelier ftand.

So once were ranged the fons of ancient Rome,

A noble fliow; while Rofcius trod the ftage;

And fo, while Garrick, as renowned as he,

The fons of Albion \ fearing each to lofe

Some note of Nature's mufic from his lips,

And covetous of Shakefpeare's beauty, feen
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In every flafh of his far-beaming eye.

Nor tafte alone and well-contrived difplay

Suffice to give the marfhalled ranks the grace

Of their complete effect. Much yet remains

Unfung, and many cares are yet behind,

And more laborious; cares on which depend

Their vigour, injured foon, not foon reftored.

The foil raufl be renewed, which often wafhed

Lofes its treafure of falubrious falts,

And difappoints the roots; the flender roots

Clofe interwoven, where they meet the vafe,

Muh1 fmooth be fhorn away; the faplefs branch

Muft fly before the knife; the withered leaf

Mull: be detached, and where it flrews the floor

Swept with a woman's neatnefs, breeding elfe

Contagion, and difTeminating death.

Difcharge but thefe kind offices, (and who
Would fpare, that loves them, offices like thefe?)

Well they reward the toil. The fight is pleafed,

The fcent regaled, each odoriferous leaf,

Each opening bloffom, freely breathes abroad

Its gratitude, and thanks him with its fweets.

So manifold, all pleating in their kind,

All healthful, are the employs of rural life,

Reiterated as the wheel of time

Runs round; ftill ending and beginning ftill.

Nor are thefe all. To deck the fhapcly knoll,

That foftly fwelled and gaily drefled appears

3 P
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A flowery ifland, from the dark green lawn

Emerging, mutt be deemed a labour due

To no mean hand, and afks the touch of tafte.

Here alfo grateful mixture of well-matched

And forted hues (each giving each relief,

And by contracted beauty mining more)

Is needful. Strength may wield the ponderous fpade

May turn the clod, and wheel the compoft home;

But elegance, chief grace, the garden mows,

And moft attractive, is the fair remit

Of thought, the creature of a polifhed mind.

Without it all is gothic as the fcene,

To which the infipicl citizen reforts

Near yonder heath; where indunry mifpent,

But proud of his uncouth ill-chofen tafk,

Has made a heaven on earth; writh funs and moons

Of clofe-rammed flones has charged the encumbered foil,

And fairly laid the zodiac in the duft.

He therefore, who would fee his flowers difpofed

Sightly and in juft order, ere he gives

The beds the trufted treafure of their feeds,

Forecafts the future whole; that when the fcene

Shall break into its preconceived difplay,

Each for itfelf, and all as with one voice

Confpiring, may atteft his bright defign.

Nor even then, difmifling as performed

His pleafant work, may he fuppofe it done.

Few felf-fupported flowers endure the wind
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Uninjured, but expect the upholding aid

Of the ihiooth-fhaven prop, and neatly tied

Are wedded thus, like beauty to old age

For intereft fake, the living to the dead.

Some clothe the foil that feeds them, far diffufed

And lowly creeping, modeft and yet fair,

Like virtue, thriving moft where little feen:

Some more afpiring catch the neighbour fhrub

With clafping tendrils, and invert his branch,

Elfe unadorned, with many a gay feftoon

And fragrant chaplet, recompenfing well

The ftrength they borrow with the grace they lend.

All hate the rank fociety of weeds,

Noifome, and ever greedy to exhauft

The impoverifhed earth; an overbearing race,

That, like the multitude made faction-mad,

Difturb good order, and degrade true worth.

Oh bleft feclufion from a jarring world,

Which he, thus occupied, enjoys! Retreat

Cannot indeed to guilty man reftore

Loft innocence, or cancel follies paft;

But it has peace, and much fecures the mind

From all aflaults of evil ;
proving ftill

A faithful barrier, not o'erleaped with eafe

By vicious cuttom, raging uncontrolled

Abroad, and defolating public life.

When fierce temptation, feconded within

By traitor appetite, and armed with darts

3 F 2
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Tempered in hell, invades the throbbing breaft,

To combat may be glorious, and fuccefs

Perhaps may crown us; but to fly is fafe.

Had I the choice of fublunary good,

What could 1 with, that I porTeis not here?

Health, leifure, means to improve it, friendfhip, peace,

No loofe or wanton, though a wandering, mufe,

And conftant occupation without care.

Thus bleft I draw a picture of that blifs,

Hopelefs indeed that diilipated minds,

And profligate abufers of a world

Created fair fo much in vain for them,

Should feek the guiltlefs joys, that I defcribe,

Allured by my report: but fure no lefs,

That felf-condemned they muft neglect the prize,

And what they will not tafte mult yet approve.

What we admire we praife; and when wre praife,

Advance it into notice, that its worth

Acknowledged, others may admire it too.

1 therefore recommend, though at the rilk

Of popular difguft, yet boldly ftill,

The caufe of piety and facred truth,

And virtue, and thofe fcenes, which God ordained

Should bell: fecure them and promote them moft;

Scenes that I love, and with regret perceive

Forfaken, or through folly not enjoyed.

Pure is the nymph, though liberal of her fmiles,

And chafte, though unconfmed, whom I extol.
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Not as the prince in Shufhan, when he called,

Vain-glorious of her charms, his Vafhti forth

To grace the full pavilion. His defign

Was but to boaft his own peculiar good,

Which all might view with envy, none partake.

My charmer is not mine alone ; my fweets,

And me, that fweetens all my bitters too,

Nature, enchanting nature, in whole form

And lineaments divine I trace a hand,

That errs not, and find raptures ftill renewed,

Is free to all men—univerfal prize.

Strange that fo fair a creature mould yet want

Admirers, and be deftined to divide

With meaner objects e'en the few fhe finds!

Stripped of her ornaments, her leaves and flowers,

She lofes all her influence. Cities then

Attract us, and neglected Nature pines

Abandoned, as unworthy of our love.

But are not wholefome airs, though unperfumed

By roles; and clear funs though fcarcely felt;

And groves, if unharmonious, yet fecure

From clamour, and whofe very filence charms;

To be preferred to fmoke, to the eclipfe,

That Metropolitan volcanos make,

Whofe Stygian throats breathe darknefs all day long;

And to the ftir of commerce, driving flow,

And thundering loud, with his ten thoufand wheels?

They would be, were not madnefs in the head,
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And folly in the heart; were England now,

What England was, plain, hofpitable, kind,

And undebauched. But we have bid farewell

To all the virtues of thole better days,

And all their honeft pleafures. Manfions once

Knew their own matters; and, laborious hinds,

"Who had funned the father, ferved the fon.

Now the legitimate and rightful lord

Is but a tranfient gueft, newly arrived,

And foon to be iupplanted. He that faw

His patrimonial timber call: its leaf,

Sells the laft fcantling, and transfers the price

To fome fhrewd fharper, ere it buds again.

Eftates are landicapes, gazed upon awhile,

Then advertifed, and auctioneered away.

The country ftarves, and they, that feed the overcharged

And furfeited lewd town with her fair dues,

By a juft judgment ftrip and flarve themielves.

The wings, that waft our riches out of fight,

Grow on the gamefter's elbows; and the alert

And nimble motion of thofe reftlefs joints,

That never tire, foon fans them all away.

Improvement too, the idol of the age,

Is fed with many a victim. Lo, he comes!

The omnipotent magician, Brown, appears!

Down falls the venerable pile, the abode

Of our forefathers—a grave whifkered race,

But taflelefs. Springs a palace in its ftead,
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But in a diftant fpot ; where more expofed

It may enjoy the advantage of the north,

And aguifh eaft, till time fhall have transformed

Tiiofc naked acres to a iheltering grove.

He fpeaks. The lake in front becomes a lawn;

Woods vanifh, hills fubfide, and vallies rife;

And ftreams, as if created for his ufe,

Purfue the track of his directing wand,

Sinuous or ftraight, now rapid and now flow,

Now murmuring foft, now roaring in cafcades

—

Ev'n as he bids! The enraptured owner fmiles.

'Tis finifhed, and yet, finifhed as it feems,

Still wants a grace, the lovelieft it could fhow,

A mine to fatisfy the enormous coft.

Drained to the laft poor item of his wealth,

He fighs, departs, and leaves the accomplished plan,

That he has touched, retouched, many a long day

Laboured, and many a night purfued in dreams,

Juft when it meets his hopes, and proves the heaven

He wanted, for a wealthier to enjoy!

And now perhaps the glorious hour is come,

When, having no flake left, no pledge to endear

Her intereft, or that gives her facred caufe

A moment's operation on his love,

He burns with mofl intenfe and flagrant zeal

To ferve his country. Minifterial grace

Deals him out money from the public cheft;

Or, if that mine be fbut, fome private purfe
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Supplies his need with an ufurious loan,

To be refunded duly, when his vote

Well-managed fhall have earned its worthy price.

Oh innocent, compared with arts like thefe,

Crape, and cocked piftol, and the whittling ball

Sent through the traveller's temples! He, that finds

One drop of heaven's fweet mercy in his cup,

Can dig, beg, rot, and perim, well content,

So he may wrap himfelf in honeft rags

At his laft gafp; but could not for a world

Fifh up his dirty and dependent bread

From pools and ditches of the commonwealth,

Sordid and fickening at his own fuccefs.

Ambition, avarice, penury incurred

By endlefs riot, vanity, the luft

Of pleafure and variety, difpatch,

As duly as the fwallows difappear,

The world of wandering knights and fquires to town.

London ingulphs them all! The fhark is there,

And the mark's prey; the fpendthrift and the leech,

That fucks him. There the fycophant, and he

Who, with bare-headed and obfequious bows,

Beors a warm office, doomed to a cold jail

And groat per diem, if his patron frown.

The levee fwarms, as if in golden pomp

Were charactered on every ftatefman's door,

" Battered and bankrupt fortunes mended here."

Thefe are the charms, that fully and eclipfe
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The charms of nature. 'Tis the cruel gripe,

That lean hard-handed poverty inflicts,

The hope of better things, the chance to win,

The with to fhine, the thirit to be amufed,

That at the found of winter's hoarv wing

Unpeople all our counties of fuch herds

Of fluttering, loitering, cringing, begging, loofe

And wanton vagrants, as make London, vaft

And boundlefs as it is, a crowded coop.

Oh thou, refort and mart of all the earth,

Chequered with all complexions of mankind,

And fpotted with all crimes; in whom I fee

Much that I love, and more that I admire,

And all that I abhor; thou freckled fair,

That pleafeit. and yet lhockeft me, I can laugh

And I can weep, can hope, and can delpond,

Feel wrath and pity, when I think on thee!

Ten righteous would have faved a citv once,

And thou halt ma r\ righteous.
—

"Well for thee

—

That fait preferve.- thee; more corrupted elfe,

And therefore mc e obnoxious, at this hour

Than Sodom in her day had power to be,

For whom God heard his Abraham plead in vain.
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THE ARGUMENT.

The poft comes in.—The newfpaper is read.—The world contemplated at a diftance.—Addrefs

to Winter.—The rural amufements of a winter evening compared with the fafhionable

ones.—Addrefs to evening.—A brown ftudy.— Fall of mow in the evening.—The wag-
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THE TASK.

BOOK IV.

THE WINTER EVENING.

Hark! 'tis the twanging horn o'er yonder bridge,

That with its weariiome but needful length

Beftrides the wintry flood, in which the moon
Sees her unwrinkled face reflected bright;

—

He comes, the herald of a noify world,

\\ ith fpattered boots, ftrapped wain1 , and frozen locks

;

News from all nations lumbering at his back.

True to his charge, the clofe-packed load behind,

Yet carelefs what he brings, his one concern

Is to conduct it to the deitined inn

;

And having dropped the expected bag, pafs on.

He whiftles as he goes, light-hearted wretch,

Cold and yet cheerful ; mefTenger of grief

Perhaps to thoufands, and of joy to fome;

To him indifferent whether grief or joy.

Houfes in afhes, and the fall of ftocks,

Births, deaths, and marriages, epiftles wet
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With tears, that trickled down the writer's cheeks

Fail: as the periods from his fluent quill,

Or charged with amorous fighs of abfent fwains,

Or nymphs refponfive, equally affect:

His horfe and him, unconfcious of them all.

But oh the important budget 1 ufhered in

With fuch heart-making mufic, who can fay

What are its tidings? have our troops awaked?

Or do they ftill, as if with opium drugged,

Snore to the murmurs of the Atlantic wave?

Is India free ? and does fhe wear her plumed

And jewelled turban with a fmile of peace,

Or do we grind her ftill? The grand debate,

The popular harangue, the tart reply,

The logic and the wifdom, and the wit,

And the loud laugh—I long to know them all;

I burn to fet the imprifoned wranglers free,

And give them voice and utterance once again.

Now flir the fire, and clofe the fh utters fair,

Let fall the curtains, wheel the fofa round,

And while the bubbling and loud billing urn

Throws up a ileamy column, and the cups,

That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each,

So let us welcome peaceful evening in.

Not fuch his evening, who with mining face

Sweats in the crowded theatre, and, fqueezed

And bored with elbow points through both his fides,

Out-fcolds the ranting actor on the nage:
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Nor his, who patient Hands till his feet throb,

And his head thumps, to feed upon the breath

Of patriots, burfting with heroic rage,

Or placemen, all tranquillity and imiles.

This folio of four pages, happy work

!

Which not ev'n critics criticife; that holds

Inquifitive attention, while I read,

Faft bound in chains of filence, which the fair,

Though eloquent themfelves, yet fear to break;

What is it, but a map of bufy life,

Its fluctuations, and its vaft concerns?

Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge,

That tempts ambition. On the fummit fee

The feals of office glitter in his eyes

;

He climbs, he pants, he grafps them ! At his heels,

Clofe at his heels, a demagogue afcends,

And with a dexterous jerk foon twifts him down,

And wins them, but to lofe them in his turn.

Here rills of oily eloquence in foft

Meanders lubricate the courfe they take;

The modeft fpeaker is afhamed and grieved

To engrofs a moment's notice, and yet begs,

Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts,

However trivial all that he conceives.

Sweet bafhfulnefs! it claims at leaft this praife;

The dearth of information and good fenfe,

That it foretells us always comes to pafs.

Cataracts of declamation thunder here

;
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There forefts of no meaning fpread the page,

In which all comprehenfion wanders loft;

While fields of pleafantry amuie us there

With merry defcants on a nation's woes.

The reft appears a wildernefs of ftrange

But gay confufion ; roles for the cheeks,

And lilies for the brows of faded age,

Teeth for the toothlefs, ringlets for the bald,

Heaven, earth, and ocean, plundered of their fweets,

Nectareous eflences, Olympian dews,

Sermons, and city feafts, and favourite airs,

^Ethereal journeys, fubmarine exploits,

And Katterfelto, with his hair on end

At his own wonders, wondering for his bread.

'Tis pleafant through the loop-holes of retreat

To peep at fuch a world; to fee the ltir

Of the great Babel, and not feel the crowd;

To hear the roar fhe fends through all her gates

At a fafe diftance, where the dying found

Falls a foft murmur on the uninjured ear.

Thus fitting, and furveying thus at eafe

The globe and its concerns, 1 leefn advanced

To fome fecure and more than mortal height,

That liberates and exempts me from them all.

It turns fubmitted to my view, turns round

With all its generations; 1 behold

The tumult, and am ftill. The found of war

Has loft its terrors ere it reaches me;
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Grieves, but alarms me not. I mourn the pride

And avarice, that make man a wolf to man;

Hear the faint echo of thofe brazen throats,

By which he fpeaks the language of his heart,

And figh, but never tremble at the found.

He travels and expatiates, as the bee

From flower to flower, fo he from land to land;

The manners, cuftoms, policy, of all

Pay contribution to the ftore he gleans;

He fucks intelligence in every clime,

And fpreads the honey of his deep refearch

At his return—a rich repaft for me.

He travels, and I too. I tread his deck,

Afcend his topmaft, through his peering eyes

Difcover countries, with a kindred heart

Suffer his woes, and fhare in his efcapes;

While fancy, like the finger of a clock,

Fains the great circuit, and is ftill at home.

Oh Winter, ruler of the inverted year,

Thy fcattered hair with fleet like afhes filled,

Thy breath congealed upon thy lips, thy cheeks

Fringed with a beard made white with other fnows

Than thofe of age, thy forehead wrapt in clouds,

A leaflefs branch thy fceptre, and thy throne

A Aiding car, indebted to no wheels,

But urged by ftorms along its flippery way,

I love thee, all unlovely as thou feemeft,

And dreaded as thou art! Thou holdeft the fun

3 H
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A prifoner in the yet undawning eaft,

Shortening his journey between morn and noon,

And hurrying him, impatient of his flay,

Down to the roiy weft; but kindly frill

Compensating his lofs with added hours

Of focial converfe and inftruclive eafe,

And gathering, at fhort notice, in one group

The family diiperfed, and fixing thought,

Not lefs difperfed by day-light and its cares.

I crown thee king of intimate delights,

Fire-fide enjoyments, home-born happinefs*

And all the comforts, that the lowly roof

Of undifturbed retirement, and the hours

Of long uninterrupted evening, know.

No rattling wheels flop fhort before thefe gates;

No powdered pert proficient in the art

Of founding an alarm afTaults thefe doors

Till the ftreet rings; no ftationary fteeds

Cough their own knell, while, heedlefs of the found,.

The filent circle fan themfelves, and quake:

But here the needle plies its bufy talk,

The pattern grows, the well-depicled flower,

Wrought patiently into the fnowy lawn,

Unfolds its bofom; buds, and leaves, and fprigs,

And curling tendrils, gracefully difpofed,

Follow the nimble finger of the fair;

A wreath, that cannot fade, or flowers, that blow

With moll fuccefs when all befides decay.
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The poet's or hiftorian's page by one

Made vocal for the amufement of the reft;

The fprightly lyre, whofe treafure of fweet founds

The touch from many a trembling chord makes out

;

And the clear voice fvmphonious, yet diftinct.,

And in the charming ftrife triumphant ftillj

Beguile the night, and fet a keener edge

On female induftry: the threaded fteel

Flies fwiftly, and unfelt the talk proceeds.

The volume clofed, the cuftomary rites

Of the laft meal commence. A Roman meal;

Such as the miftrefs of the world once found

Delicious, when her patriots of high note,

Perhaps by moonlight, at their humble doors,

And under an old oak's domeftic fhade,

Enjoyed, fpare feaftl a radifh and an egg.

Difcourfe enfues, not trivial, yet not dull,

Nor fuch as with a frown forbids the play

Of fancy, or profcribes the found of mirth:

Nor do we madly, like an impious world,

Who deem religion frenzy, and the God,

That made them, an intruder on their joys,

Start at his awful name, or deem his praife

A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone,

Exciting oft our gratitude and love,

While we retrace with memory's pointing wand,

That calls the paft to our exact, review,

The dangers we have 'fcaped, the broken fnare,

3 h 2
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The difappointed foe, deliverance found

Unlooked for, life preferved and peace reftored.

Fruits of omnipotent eternal love.

Oh evenings worthy of the gods! exclaimed

The Sabine bard. Oh evenings, I reply,

More to be prized and coveted than your's

As more illumined, and with nobler truths,

That I, and mine, and thofe we love, enjoy.

Is winter hideous in a garb like this?

Needs he the tragic fur, the fmoke of lamps,

The pent-up breath of an unfavoury throng,

To thaw him into feeling; or the fmart

And fnappifh dialogue, that flippant wits

Call comedy, to prompt him with a fmile?

The felf-complacent aclor, when he views

(Stealing a fide-long glance at a full houfe)

The flope of faces, from the floor to the roof,

(As if one matter-fpring controuled them all)

Relaxed into an univerlal grin,

Sees not a countenance there, that fpeaks of joy

Half fo refined or fo fincere as our's.

Cards were fupernuous here, with all the tricks,

That idlenefs has ever yet contrived

To fill the void of an unfurnifhed brain,

To palliate dulnefs, and give time a fhove.

Time, as he pafles us, has a dove's wing,

Unfoiled, and fwift, and of a filken found;

But the world's time is time in mafquerade!
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Their's, mould I paint him, has his pinions fledged

With motley plumes; and, where the peacock (hows

His azure eyes, is tinctured black and red

With fpots quadrangular of diamond form,

Enfanguined hearts, clubs typical of ftrife,

And fpades, the emblem of untimely graves.

What mould be, and what was an hour-glafs once,

Becomes a dice-box, and a billiard matt.

Well does the work of his defiructive fcythe.

Thus decked, he charms a world whom fafhion blinds

To his true worth, moft pleated when idle moft;

Whofe only happy are their wafted hours.

E'en miffes, at whofe age their mothers wore

The back-firing and the bib, affume the drefs

Of womanhood, fit pupils in the fchool

Of card-devoted time, and night by night

Placed at fome vacant corner of the board,

Learn every trick, and foon play all the game.

But truce with cenfure. Roving as I rove,

Where fhall I find an end, or how proceed?

As he that travels far oft turns afide

To view fome rugged rock or mouldering tower,

Which feen delights him not; then coming home

Defcribes and prints it, that the world may know

How far he went for what was nothing worth;

So I, with brum in hand and pallet fpread,

With colours mixed for a far different ufe,

Paint cards and dolls, and every idle things

That fancy finds in her excurfive flights.
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Come Evening, once again, feafon of peace;

Return fweet Evening, and continue long!

Methinks I fee thee in the ftreaky weft,

With matron-ftep flow-moving, while the night

Treads on thy fweeping train; one hand employed

In letting fall the curtain of repofe

On bird and beaft, the other charged for man

With fweet oblivion of the cares of day

:

Not fumptuoufly adorned, nor needing aid,

Like homely-featured night, of cluttering gems;

A ftar or two, juft twinkling on thy brow,

Suffices thee; fave that the moon is thine

No lefs than hers, not worn indeed on high

With oftentatious pageantry, but fet

With modeft grandeur in thy purple zone,

Refplendent lefs, but of an ampler round.

Come then, and thou fhalt find thy votary calm.

Or make me fo. Compofure is thy gift:

And, whether I devote thy gentle hours

To books, to munc, or the poet's toil;

To weaving nets for bird-alluring fruit;

Or twining filken threads round ivory reels,

When they command whom man was born to pleafe

;

I flight thee not, but make thee welcome ftill.

Juft when our drawing-rooms begin to blaze

With lights, by clear reflection multiplied

From many a mirror, in which he of Gath,

Goliah, might have feen his giant bulk
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Whole without ftooping, towering creft and all,

My pleafures too begin. But me perhaps

The glowing hearth may fatisfy awhile

With faint illumination, that uplifts

The fhadows to the ceiling, there by fits

Dancing uncouthly to the quivering flame.

Not undelightful is an hour to me
So fpent in parlour twilight: fuch a gloom

Suits well the thoughtful or unthinking mind,

The mind contemplative, with fome new theme

Pregnant, or indifpofed alike to all.

Laugh ye, who boaft your more mercurial powers,

That never feel a ftupor, know no paufe,

Nor need one; I am confcious, and confefs

Fearlefs a foul, that does not always think.

Me oft has fancy ludicrous and wild

Soothed with a waking dream of houfes, towers,

Trees, churches, and ftrange vifages, exprefTed

In the red cinders, while with poring eye

I gazed, myfelf creating what I faw.

Nor lefs amufed have 1 quiefcent watched

The footy films, that play upon the bars

Pendulous, and foreboding in the view

Of fuperftition, prophefying ftill,

Though ilill deceived, fome Granger's near approach.

'Tis thus the underftanding takes repofe

In indolent vacuity of thought,

And fleeps and is refrefhed. Meanwhile the face
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Conceals the mood lethargic with a raafk

Of deep deliberation, as the man

Were talked to his full flrength, abforbeel and loll.

Thus oft, reclined at eafe, I lofe an hour

At evening, till at length the freezing blaft,

That fweeps the bolted mutter, fummons home

The recollected powers ; and mapping mort

The glaffy threads, with which the fancy weaves

Her brittle toils, reftores me to myielf.

How calm is my recefs; and how the froft,

Raging abroad, and the rough wind endear

The filence and the warmth enjoyed within!

I faw the woods and fields at clofe of day

A variegated mow; the meadows green,

Though faded ; and the lands, where lately waved

The golden harveft, of a mellow brown,

Upturned fo lately by the forceful mare.

I faw far off the weedy fallows fmile

With verdure not unprofitable, grazed

By flocks, faft feeding, and felecting each

His favourite herb ; while all the leaflets groves,

That fkirt the horizon, wore a fable hue,

Scarce noticed in the kindred dufk of eve.

To-morrow brings a change, a total change 1

Which even now, though filently performed,

And flowly, and by moft unfelt, the face

Of univerfal nature undergoes.

Fail falls a fleecy mower : the downy flakes
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Defcending, and with never-ceafing lapfe,

Softly alighting upon all below,

Aflimilate all objects. Earth receives

Gladly the thickening mantle; and the oreen

And tender blade, that feared the chilling blaft,

Efcapes unhurt beneath fo warm a veil.

In fuch a world, fo thorny, and where none

Finds happinefs unblighted, or, if found

Without fome thinly forrow at its fide;

It feems the part of wifdom, and no fin

Again ft the law of love, to meafure lots

With lefs diftinguifhed than ourfelves; that thus

We may with patience bear our moderate ills,

And fympathife with others, fuffering more.

Ill fares the traveller now, and he that ftalks

In ponderous boots befide his reeking team.

The wain goes heavily, impeded fore

By congregated loads adhering clofe

To the clogged wheels; and in its fluggifh pace

Noifelefs appears a moving hill of fnow.

The toiling fteeds expand the noftril wide,

WHiile every bre'ath, by refpiration ftrong

Forced downward, is confolidated foon

Upon their jutting ehefts. He, formed to bear

The pelting brunt of the tempeftuous night,

With half-fhut eyes, and puckered cheeks, and teeth

Prefented bare againft the ftorm, plods on.

One hand fecures his hat, fave when with both

2 I
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He brandifhes his pliant length of whip,

Refounding oft, and never heard in vain.

Oh happy; and in my account denied

That fenfibility of pain, with which

Refinement is endued, thrice happy thou!

Thy frame, robuft and hardy, feels indeed

The piercing cold, but feels it unimpaired.

The learned finger never need explore

Thy vigorous pulie; and the unhealthful eaft,

That breathes the fpleen, and fearches every bone

Of the infirm, is wholefome air to thee.

Thy days roll on exempt from houfehold care;

Thy waggon is thy wife ; and the poor beafts,

That drag the dull companion to and fro,

Thine helplefs charge, dependent on thy care.

Ah treat them kindly! rude as thou appearefr,

Yet mow that thou haft mercy ! which the great,

With needlefs hurrv whirled from place to place,

Humane as they would feem, not always fhow.

Poor, yet induftrious, modeft, quiet, neat,

Such claim companion in a night like this,

And have a friend in every feeling heart.

Warmed, while it lafts, by labour, all day long

They brave the feafon, and yet find at eve,

111 clad and fed but fparely, time to cool.

The frugal houfewife trembles when me lights

Ker fcanty ftock of brum-wood, blazing clear,

But dying foon like all terreftrial joys.
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The few fmall embers left fhe nurfes well

;

And, while her infant race, with outfpread hands

And crowded knees, fit cowering o'er the fparks,

Retires, content to quake, fo they be warmed.

The man feels leaft, as more inured than fhe

To winter, and the current in his veins

More brifkly moved by his feverer toil;

Yet he too finds his own diftrefs in their's.

The taper foon extinguifhed, which I faw

Dangled along at the cold finger's end

Juft when the day declined, and the brown loaf

Lodged on the fhelf, half-eaten without fauce

Of favory cheefe, or butter, coftlier ftill;

Sleep feems their only refuge: for alas,

Where penury is felt the thought is chained,

And fweet colloquial pleafures are but few!

With all this thrift they thrive not. All the care,

Ingenious parfimony takes, but juft

Saves the fmall inventory, bed, and ftool,

Skillet, and old carved cheft, from public fale.

They live, and live without extorted alms

From grudging hands; but other boaft have none

To footh their honeft pride, that fcorns tcHbeg,

Nor comfort elfe, but in their mutual love.

I praife you much, ye meek and patient pair,

For ye are worthy; choofing rather far

A dry but independent cruft, hard earned,

And eaten with a figh, than to endure

3 12
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The rugged frowns and infolent rebuffs

Of knaves in office, partial in the work

Of diftribution; liberal of their aid

To clamorous importunity in rags,

But oft-times deaf to fuppiiants, who would blufh

To wear a tattered garb however coarfe,

Whom famine cannot reconcile to filth:

Thefe afk with painful fhynefs, and, refufed

Becaufe deferving, filently retire!

But be ye of good courage! Time itfelf

Shall much befriend you. Time fhall give increafe;

And all your numerous progeny, well-trained

But helplefs, in few years mall find their hands,

And labour too. Meanwhile ye mail not want

What, confeious of your virtues, we can fpare,

Nor what a wealthier than ourfelves may fend.

I mean the man, who, when the diftant poor

Need help, denies them nothing but his name.

But poverty with mofr, who whimper forth

Their long complaints, is felf-inflicled woe;

The effect of lazinefs or fottifh watte.

Now goes the nightly thief prowling abroad

For plunder; much folicitous how beft

He may compenfate for a day of floth

By works of darknefs and nocturnal wrong.

Woe to the gardener's pale, the farmer's hedge,

Plafhed neatly, and fecured with driven flakes

Deep in the loamy bank. Uptorn by ftrength,
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RefifHcfs in Co bad a caufe, but lame

To better deeds, he bundles up the fpoil,

An afs's burden, and, when laden moft

And heavier!:, light of foot fteals faft away.

Nor does the boarded hovel better guard

The well-flacked pile of riven logs and roots

From his pernicious force. Nor will he leave

Unwrenched the door, however well fecured,

Where Chanticleer amidft his haram fleeps

In unfufpecting pomp. Twitched from the perch,

He gives the princely bird, with all his wives,

To his voracious bag, nruggling in vain,

And loudly wondering at the fudden change.

Nor this to feed his own. Twere fome excufe,

Did pity of their fufferings warp afide

His principle, and tempt him into fin

For their fupport, fo deftitute. But they

Neglected pine at home; themfelves, as more

Expofed than others, with lefs fcruple made

His victims, robbed of their defencelefs all.

Cruel is all he does. 'Tis quenchlefs thirft

Of ruinous ebriety, that prompts

His every action, and imbrutes the man.

Oh for a law to noofe the villain's neck,

Who narves his own; who perfecutes the blood

He gave them in his children's veins, and hates

And wrongs the woman, he has fworn to love I

Pafs where we may, through city or through town,
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Village, or hamlet, of this merry land,

Though lean and beggared, every twentieth pace

Conducts the unguarded note to fuch a whiff

Of ftale debauch, forth Killing from the ftyes,

That law has licenfed, as makes temperance reel

There fit, involved and loft in curling clouds

Of Indian fume, and guzzling deep, the boor,

The lackey, and the groom: the craftfman there

Takes a Lethean leave of all his toil;

Smith, cobler, joiner, he that plies the fhears,

And he that kneads the dough ; all loud alike,

All learned, and all drunk! The fiddle fcreams

Plaintive and piteous, as it wept and wailed

Its wafted tones in harmony unheard:

Fierce the difpute whate'er the theme ; while fhe,

Fell Difcord, arbitrefs of fuch debate,

Perched on the fign-poft, holds with even hand

Her undecifive fcales. In this fhe lays

A weight of ignorance; in that, of pride;

And fmiles delighted with the eternal poife.

Dire is the frequent curfe, and its twin found

The cheek-diftending oath, not to be praifed

As ornamental, mufical, polite,

Like thofe, which modern fenators employ,

Whofe oath is rhetoric, and who fwear for fame!

Behold the fchools, in which plebeian minds

Once fimple are initiated in arts,

Which fome may practice with politer grace,
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But none with readier fkill '

—
'tis here they learn

The road, that leads from competence and peace

To indigence and rapine; till at Iaft

Society, grown weary of the load,

Shakes her incumbered lap, and cafts them out.

But cenfure profits little: vain the attempt

To advertife in verfe a public pert,

That like the filth, with which the peafant feeds

His hungry acres, ftinks, and is of ufe.

The excife is fattened with the rich remit

Of all this riot ; and ten thoufand cafks,

For ever dribbling out their bafe contents,

Touched by the Midas finger of the fr.ate y

Bleed gold for Minifters to fport away.

Drink, and be mad then; 'tis your country bid's!

Glorioufly drunk obey the important call!

Her caufe demands the afliftance of your throats^

Ye all can fwallow, and fhe afks no more.

Would I had fallen upon thofe happier days T

That poets celebrate; thofe golden times,

And thofe Arcadian fcenes, that Maro fings,

And Sidney, warbler of poetic profe.

Nymphs were Dianas then, and fwains had hearts>

That felt their virtues: innocence, it feems,

From courts difmifTed, found fhelter in the groves;

The footfteps of fimplicity, impreffed

Upon the yielding herbage, (fo they fing)

Then were not all effaced: then fpeech profane,



432 THE TASK. BOOK IV.

And manners profligate, were rarely found;

Obferved as prodigies, and foon reclaimed.

Vain wifh! thofe days were never: airy dreams

Sat for the picture; and the poet's hand,

Imparting fubftance to an empty fhade,

Impofed a gay delirium for a truth.

Grant it: I Mill muft envy them an age,

That favoured fuch a dream; in days like thefe

Impoffible, when virtue is fo fcarce,

That to fuppofe a fcene where fhe prefides,

Is tramontane, and ftumbles all belief.

No : we are polifhed now. The rural lafs,

Whom once her virgin modefty and grace,

Her artlefs manners, and her neat attire,

So dignified, that fhe was hardly I'efs

Than the fair fhepherdefs of old romance,

Is feen no more. The character is loft!

Her head, adorned with lappets pinned aloft,

And ribbands ftreaming gay, fuperbly railed,

And magnified beyond all human fize,

Indebted to fome fmart wig-weaver's hand

For more than half the treffes it fuftains;

Her elbows ruffled, and her tottering form

111 propped upon French heels; fhe might be deemed

(But that the baiket dangling on her aim

Interprets her more truly) of a rank

Too proud for dairy work, or fale of eggs.

Expect her foon with foot-boy at her heels,
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No longer blufhing for her awkward load,

Her train and her umbrella all her care!

The town has tinged the country; and the ftain

Appears a fpot upon a veftal's robe,

The worfe for what it foils. The fafhion runs

Down into fcenes ftill rural; but alas,

Scenes rarelv graced with rural manners now!

Time was when in the paftoral retreat

The unguarded door was fafe; men did not watch

To invade another's right, or guard their own.

Then fleep was undifturbed by fear, unfcared

By drunken howlings; and the chilling tale

Of midnight murder was a wonder heard

With doubtful credit, told to frighten babes.

But farewell now to unfufpicious nights,

And {lumbers unalarmed! Now, ere you fleep,

See that your polifhed arms be primed with care,

And drop the night-bolt;—ruffians are abroad;

And the firft larum of the cock's fhrill throat

May prove a trumpet, fummoning your ear

To horrid founds of hoftile feet within.

Ev'n daylight has its dangers; and the walk

Through pathlefs waftes and woods, unconfcious once

Of other tenants than melodious birds,

Or harmlefs flocks, is hazardous and bold.

Lamented change! to which full may a caufe

Inveterate, hopelefs of a cure, confpires.

The courfe of human things from good to ill,

3 K
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From ill to worfe, is fatal, never fails.

Increafe of power begets increafe of wealth;

Wealth luxury, and luxury excefs;

Excefs, the fcrofulous and itchy plague,

That feizes firft the opulent, defcends

To the next rank contagious, and in time

Taints downward all the graduated fcale

Of order, from the chariot to the plough.

The rich, and they, that have an arm to check

The licence of the loweft in degree,

Defert their office; and themfelves, intent

On pleafure, haunt the capital, and thus

To all the violence of lawlefs hands

Refign the fcenes their prefence might protect.

Authority herfelf not feldom fleeps,

Though refident, and witnefs of the wrong.

The plump convivial parfon often bears

The magisterial fword in vain, and lays

His reverence and his worfhip both to reft

On the fame cufhion of habitual floth.

Perhaps timidity reftrains his arm;

When he mould ftrike he trembles, and fets free,

Himfelf enflaved by terror of the band,

The audacious convict, whom he dares not bind.

Perhaps, though by profeflion ghoftly pure,

He too may have his vice, and fometimes prove

Lefs dainty than becomes his grave outfide

In lucrative concerns. Examine well
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His milk-white hand; the palm is hardly clean

—

But here and there an ugly fmutch appears.

Foh! 'twas a bribe that left it: he has touched

Corruption. Whofo feeks an audit here

Propitious, pays his tribute, game or fifh,

Wild fowl or venifon ; and his errand fpeeds.

But falter far, and more than all the reft,

A noble caufe, which none, who bears a fpark

Of public virtue, ever wifhed removed,

Works the deplored and mifchievous effecT:.

5

Tis univerfal foldierfhip has fiabbed

The heart of merit in the meaner clafs.

Arms, through the vanity and brainlefs rage

Of thofe that bear them, in whatever caufe,

Seem mofl at variance with all moral good,
'

And incompatible with ferious thought.

The clown, the child of nature, without guile,

Bleft with an infant's ignorance of all

But his own fimple pleafures; now and then

A wreftling match, a foot-race, or a fair;

Is ballotted, and trembles at the news:

Sheepifh he doffs his hat, and mumbling fwears

A bible-oath to be whate'er they pleafe,

To do he knows not what. The tafk performed,

That inftant he becomes the ferjeant's care,

His pupil, and his torment, and his jeft.

His awkward gait, his introverted toes,

Bent knees, round fhoulders, and dejected looks,

3 K 2
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Procure him many a curfe. Ey flow degrees,

Unapt to learn, and formed of ftubborn fluff,

He yet by flow degrees puts off himfelf,

Grows confcious of a change, and likes it well:

He ftands erect; his flouch becomes a walk;

He fteps right onward, martial in his air,

His form, and movement; is as fmart above

As meal and larded locks can make him; wears

His hat, or his plumed helmet, with a grace

;

And, his three years of herofhip expired,

Returns indignant to the flighted plough.

He hates the field, in which no fife or drum

Attends him; drives his cattle to a march;

And fighs for the fmart comrades he has left.

'Twere well if his exterior change were all

—

But with his clumfy port the wretch has loft

His ignorance and harmlefs manners too.

To fwear, to game, to drink; to fhow at home

By lewdnefs, idlenefs, and fabbath-breach,

The great proficiency he made abroad

;

To aftonifh and to grieve his gazing friends

;

To break fome maiden's and his mother's heart;

To be a peft where he was ufeful once

;

Are his fole aim, and all his glory, now.

Man in fociety is like a flower

Blown in its native bed; 'tis there alone

His faculties, expanded in full bloom,

Shine out; there only reach their proper ufe.
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But man, afTociated and leagued with man
By regal warrant, or felf-joined by bond

For intereft-fake, or fwarming into clans

Beneath one head for purpofes of war,

Like flowers rejected from the reft, and bound

And bundled clofe to fill fome crowded vafe,

Fades rapidly, and by compreffion marred

Contracts defilement not to be endured.

Hence chartered boroughs are fuch public plagues;

And burghers, men immaculate perhaps

In all their private functions, once combined,

Become a loathfome body, only fit

For difTolution, hurtful to the main.

Hence merchants, unimpeachable of fin

Againfl the charities of domefiic life,

Incorporated feem at once to lofe

Their nature; and difclaiming all regard

For mercy and the common rights of man,

Build factories with blood, conducting trade

At the fword's point, and dyeing the white robe

Of innocent commercial juftice red.

Hence too the field of glory, as the world

Mifdeems it, dazzled by its bright array,

"With all its majefty of thundering pomp,

Enchanting mufic and immortal wreaths,

Is but a fchool, where thoughtlefTnefs is taught

On principle, where foppery atones

For folly, gallantry for every vice.
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But flighted as it is, and by the great

Abandoned, and, which ftill I more regret,

Infected with the manners and the modes.

It knew not once, the country wins me ftill.

I never framed a with, or formed a plan,

That flattered me with hopes of earthly blifs,

But there I laid the fcene. There early ftrayed

My fancy, ere yet liberty of choice

Had found me, or the hope of being free.

My very dreams were rural ; rural too

The firft-born efforts of my youthful mufe,

Sportive and jingling her poetic bells,

Ere yet her ear was miftrefs of their powers.

No bard could pleafe me but whole lyre was tuned

To Nature's praifes. Heroes and their feats

Fatigued me, never weary of the pipe

Of Tityrus, affembling, as he fang,

The ruftic throng beneath his favourite beech.

Then Milton had indeed a poet's charms:

New to my tafte his Paradife furpafTed

The ftruggling efforts of my boyifh tongue

To fpeak its excellence. I danced for joy.

I marvelled much that, at fo ripe an age

As twice feven years, his beauties had then firft

Engaged my wonder; and admiring ftill,

And ftill admiring, with regret fuppofed

The joy half loft becaufe not fooner found.

There too enamoured of the life I loved,
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Pathetic in its praife, in its purfuit

Determined, and porTeffing it at laft

With trani'ports, fiich as favoured lovers feel,

I ftudied, prized, and wifhed that I had known,

Ingenious Cowley ! and, though now reclaimed

By modern lights from an erroneous tafte,

I cannot but lament thy fplendid wit

Entangled in the cobwebs of the fchools.

I ftill revere thee, courtly though retired;

Though ftretched at eafe in Chertfey's filent bowers,

Not unemployed ; and finding rich amends

For a loft world in folitude and verfe.

'Tis born with all ; the love of Nature's works

Is an ingredient in the compound man,

Infufed at the creation of the kind.

And, though the Almighty Maker has throughout

Difcriminated each from each, bv ftrokes

And touches of his hand, with fo much art

Diverfifled, that two were never found

Twins at all points—yet this obtains in all,

That all difcern a beauty in his works,

And all can tafte them: minds, that have been formed

And tutored with a relifh more exact,

But none without fome relifh, none unmoved.

It is a flame, that dies not even there,

Where nothing feeds it: neither bufinefs, crowds,

Nor habits of luxurious city-life,

"Whatever elfe they fmother of true worth
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In human bofoms; quench it or abate.

The villas, with which London ftands begirt,

Like a fwarth Indian with his belt of beads,

Prove it. A breath of unadulterate air,

The glimpfe of a green pafmre, how they cheer

The citizen, and brace his languid frame!

Ev'n in the ftifling bofom of the town

A garden, in which nothing thrives, has charms,

That footh the rich poflefTor; much confoled,

That here and there fome fprigs of mournful mint,

Of nightfhade or valerian, grace the well

He cultivates. Thefe ferve him with a hint

That nature lives ; that fight-refrefhing green

Is ftill the livery fhe delights to wear,

Though fickly famples of the exuberant whole.

What are the cafements lined with creping herbs,

The prouder fames fronted with a range

Of orange, myrtle, or the fragrant weed,

The Frenchman's # darling ? are they not all proofs

That man, immured in cities, ftill retains

His inborn inextinguifhable thirft

Of rural fcenes, compenfating his lofs

By fupplemental fhifts, the beft he may?

The moft unfurnimed with the means of life,

And they, that never pafs their brick-wall bounds

To range the fields and treat their lungs with air,

Yet feel the burning inftincl:: over head

* Mignonnette.
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Sufpend their crazy boxes, planted thick,

And watered duly. There the pitcher ftands

A fragment, and the fpoutlefs tea-pot there;

Sad witnefles how clofe-pent man regrets

The country, with what ardour he contrives

A peep at nature, when he can no more.

Hail, therefore, patronefs of health and eafe,

And contemplation, heart confoling joys

And harmlefs pleafures, in the thronged abode

Of multitudes unknown; hail, rural life!

Addrefs himfelf who will to the purfuit

Of honours, or emolument, or fame;

I fhall not add myfelf to fuch a chafe,

Thwart his attempts, or envy his fuccefs.

Some muft be great. Great offices will have

Great talents. And God gives to every man

The virtue, temper, understanding, tafte,

That lifts him into life, and lets him fall

Juft in the niche, he was ordained to fill.

To the deliverer of an injured land

He gives a tongue to enlarge upon, an heart

To feel, and courage to redrefs her wrongs;

To monarchs dignity; to judges fenfe;

To artifts ingenuity and fkill;

To me an unambitious mind, content

In the low vale of life, that early felt

A wifh for eafe and leifure, and ere long

Found here that leifure and that eafe I wifhed.
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THE TASK.

BOOK V.

THE WINTER MORNING WALK.

Tis morning; and the fun, with ruddy orb

Afcending, fires the horizon ; while the clouds,

That crowd away before the driving wind,

More ardent as the difk emerges more,

Refemble moft fome city in a blaze,

Seen through the leaflefs wood. His flanting ray

Slides ineffectual down the fnowy vale,

And, tinging all with his own rofy hue,

From every herb and every fpiry blade

Stretches a length of fhadow o'er the field.

Mine, fpindling into longitude immenfe,

In fpite of gravity and fage remark

That I myfelf am but a fleeting made,

Provokes me to a fmile. With eye afkance

I view the mufcular proportioned limb

Transformed to a lean fhank. The fhapelefs pair.
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As they defigned to mock me, at my fide

Take Hep for ftep; and, as I near approach

The cottage, walk along the plaftered wall,

Prepofterous fight ! the legs without the man,

The verdure of the plain lies buried deep

Beneath the dazzling deluge; and the bents,

And coarfer grafs, upfpearing o'er the reft,

Ot late unfightly and unfeen, now thine

Confpicuous, and in bright apparel clad,

And fledged with icy feathers, nod fuperb.

The cattle mourn in corners where the fence

Screens them, and feem half petrified to fleep

In unrecumbent fadnefs. There they wait

Their wonted fodder; not like hungering man,

Fretful if unfupplied; but filent, meek,

And patient of the flow-paced fwain's delay.

He from the ftack carves out the accuftomed load,

Deep-plunging, and again deep-plunging oft,

His broad keen knife into the folid mafs:

Smooth as a wrall the upright remnant ftands,

With fuch undeviating and even force

He fevers it away: no needlefs care,

Left ftorms fhould overfet the leaning pile

Deciduous, or its own unbalanced weight.

Forth goes the woodman, leaving unconcerned

The cheerful haunts of man, to wield the axe

And drive the wedge in yonder foreft drear,

From morn to eve his folitary talk.
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Shaggy, and lean, and fhrewd, with pointed ears

And tail cropped fliort, half lurcher and half cur,

His dog attends him. Clofe behind his heel

Now creeps he flow; and now, with many a frifk

Wide-fcampering, matches up the drifted fnow

With ivory teeth, or ploughs it with his fnout;

Then makes his powdered coat, and barks for joy.

Heedlefs of all his pranks, the fturdy churl

Moves right toward the mark; nor flops for aught,

But now and then with prefTure of his thumb

To adjuft the fragrant charge of a fhort tube,

That fumes beneath his nofe : the trailing cloud

Streams far behind him, fcenting all the air.

Now from the rooft, or from the neighbouring pale,

Where, diligent to catch the nrft. faint gleam

Of lmiling day, they goffiped fide by fide,

Come trooping at the houfewife's well-known call

The feathered tribes domeftic. Half on wing

And half on foot, they brum the fleecy flood,

Confcious and fearful of too deep a plunge.

The fparrows peep, and quit the fheltering eaves

To feize the fair occafion. Well they eye

The fcattered grain, and thievifhly refolved

To efcape the impending famine, often feared

As oft return, a pert voracious kind.

Clean riddance quickly made, one only care

Remains to each, the fearch of funny nook,

Or fhed impervious to the blaft. Refigned
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To fad neceffity, the cock foregoes

His wonted ftrut ; and wading at their head

With well-confidered fteps, feems to refent

His altered gait and ftatelinefs retrenched.

How find the myriads, that in fummer cheer

The hills and rallies with their ceafelefs fongs,

Due fuftenance, or where fubfift they now?

Earth yields them nought; the imprifoned worm is fafe

Beneath the frozen clod; all feeds of herbs

Lie covered clofe; and berry-bearing thorns,

That feed the thrum, (whatever fome fuppofe)

Afford the fmaller minftrels no fupply.

The long protracted rigour of the year

Thins all their numerous flocks. In chinks and holes

Ten thoufand feek an unmolefted end,

As inftincl: prompts; felf-buried ere they die.

The very rooks and daws forfake the fields,

Where neither grub, nor root, nor earth-nut, now

Repays their labour more; and perched aloft

By the way-fide, or ftalking in the path,

Lean penfioners upon the traveller's track,

Pick up their naufeous dole, though fweet to them,

Of voided pulfe or half-digefted grain.

The ftreams are loft amid the fplendid blank,

O'erwhelming all diftindtion. On the flood,

Indurated and fixt, the fnowy weight

Lies undiffolved; while filently beneath,

And unperceived, the current fleals away.
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Not fo where, fcornful of a check, it leaps

The mill-dam, dafhes on the reftlefs wheel,

And wantons in the pebbly gulph below

:

No froft can bind it there ; its utmoft force

Can but arrert the light and fmoky mift,

That in its fall the liquid meet throws wide.

And fee where it has hung the embroidered banks

With forms fo various, that no powers of art,

The pencil or the pen, may trace the fcene!

Here glittering turrets rife, upbearing high

(Fantaftic mifarrangement!) on the roof

Large growth of what may feem the fparkling trees

And fhrubs of fairy land. The chryftal drops,

That trickle down the branches, fall congealed,

Shoot into pillars of pellucid length,

And prop the pile they but adorned before.

Here grotto within grotto fafe defies

The funbeam; there, embofTed and fretted wild,

The growing wonder takes a thoufand fhapes

Capricious, in which fancy feeks in vain

The likenefs of fome object ken before.

Thus nature works as if to mock at art,

And in defiance of her rival powers

;

By thefe fortuitous and random ftrokes

Performing- fuch inimitable feats,

As fhe with all her rules can never reach.

Lefs worthy of applaufe, though more admired,

Becaufe a novelty, the work of man,

3 M
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Imperial miftrefs of the fur-clad Rufsl

Thy moft magnificent and mighty freak,

The wonder of the North. No foreft fell

When thou wouldft build; no quarry lent its ftores

To enrich thy walls: but thou didft hew the floods,

And make thy marble of the glafly wave.

In fuch a palace Ariftoeus found

Cyrene, when he bore the plaintive tale

Of his loll bees to her maternal ear:

In fuch a palace poetry might place

The armory of winter; where his troops,

The gloomy clouds, find weapons, arrowy fleet,

Skin-piercing volley, bloflbm-bruifing hail,

And fnow, that often blinds the traveller's courfe,

And wraps him in an unexpected tomb.

Silently as a dream the fabric rofe;

No found of hammer or of faw was there

:

Ice upon ice, the well-adjufled parts

Were foon conjoined, nor other cement afked

Than water interfufed to make them one.

Lamps gracefully difpofed, and of all hues,

Illumined every fide: a watery light

Gleamed through the clear tranfparencv, that feemed

Another moon new rifen, or meteor fallen

From heaven to earth, of lambent flame ferene.

So flood the brittle prodigy; though fmooth

And flippery the materials, yet froft-bound

Firm as a rock. Nor wanted aught within,
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That royal refidence might well befit,

For grandeur or for ufe. Long wavy wreaths

Of flowers, that feared no enemy but warmth,

Blufhed on the pannels. Mirror needed none

Where all was vitreous; but in order due

Convivial table and commodious feat

(What feemed at leaft commodious feat) were there;

Sofa, and couch, and high-built throne augufL

The fame lubricity was found in all,

And all was moift to the warm touch; a fcene

Of evanefcent glory, once a flream,

And foon to Hide into a flream again.

Alas! 'twas but a mortifying ftroke

Of undefigned feverity, that glanced

(Made by a monarch) on her own eftate,

On human grandeur and the courts of kings.

'Twas tranfient in its nature, as in fhow

'Twas durable; as worthlefs, as it feemed,

Intrinfically precious; to the foot

Treacherous and falfe; it fmiled, and it was cold.

Great princes have great playthings. Some have played

At hewing mountains into men, and fome

At building human wonders mountain-high.

Some have amufed the dull fad years of life,

(Life fpent in indolence, and therefore fad)

With fchemes of monumental fame; and fought

By pyramids and maufolean pomp,

Short-lived themfelves, to immortalize their bones.

3 M 2
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Some feek diverfion in the tented field,

And make the forrows of mankind their iport.

But war's a game, which, were their iubjecls wile,

Rings would not play at. Nations would do well

To extort their truncheons from the puny hands

Of heroes, whpfe infirm and baby minds

Are gratified with mifchief; and who fpoil,

Becaufe men fufFer it, their toy the world.

When Babel was confounded, and the great

Confederacy of projectors wild and vain

Was fplit into diverfity of tongues,

Then, as a fhepherd feparates his flock,

Thefe to the upland, to the valley thofe,

God drave afunder, and affigned their lot

To all the nations. Ample was the boon

He gave them, in its distribution fair

And equal; and he bade them dwell in peace.

Peace was awhile their care: they plowed, and fowed,

And reaped their plenty without grudge or ftrife.

But violence can never longer lleep

Than human paffions pleafe. In every heart

Are fown the fparks, that kindle fiery war;

Occafion needs but fan them, and they blaze.

Cain had already (hed a brother's blood:

The deluge wafhed it out; but left unquenched

The feeds of murder in the breaft of man.

Soon by a righteous judgment in the line

Of his defcending progeny was found
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The firft artificer of death ; the fhrewd

Contriver, who firft fweated at the forge,

And forced the blunt and vet unbloodied fteel

To a keen edge, and made it bright for war.

Him, Tubal named, the Vulcan of old times,

The iword and falchion their inventor claim;

And the firft fmith was the firft murderer's fon.

His art furvived the waters ; and ere long,

When man was multiplied and fpread abroad

In tribes and clans, and had begun to call

Thefe meadows and that range of hills his own,

The tafl:ed fweets of property begat

Defire of more; and induftry in fome

To improve and cultivate their juft demefne,

Made others covet what they faw fo fair.

Thns war began on earth: thefe fought for fpoil.

And thofe in felf-defence. Savage at firft

The onfet, and irregular. At length

One eminent above the reft for ftrength,

For ftratagem, for courage, or for all,

Was chofen leader; him they ferved in war,

And him in peace, for fake of warlike deeds

Reverenced no lefs. Who could with him compare?

Or who fo worthy to control themfelves

As he, whofe prowefs had fubdued their foes?

Thus war, affording field for the difplay

Of virtue, made one chief, whom times of peace,

Which have their exigencies too, and call
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For Hull in government, at length made king.

King was a name too proud for man to wear

With modefty and meeknefs ; and the crown,

So dazzling in their eves, who fet it on,

Was fure to intoxicate the brows it bound.

It is the abject, property of moft,

That, being parcel of the common mafs,

And deftitute of means to raife themfelves,

They fink, and fettle lower than they need.

They know not what it is to feel within

A comprehenfive faculty, that grafps

Great purpofes with eafe, that turns and wields,

Almoit without an effort, plans too vaft

For their conception, which they cannot move.

Confcious of impotence they foon grow drunk

With gazing, when they fee an able man

Step forth to notice; and befotted thus

Build him a pedeftal, and fay, " Stand there,

" And be our admiration and our praife."

They roll themfelves before him in the duft,

Then moft deferving in their own account

When moft extravagant in his applaufe,

As if exalting him they raifed themfelves.

Thus by degrees, felf-cheated of their found

And fober judgment, that he is but man,

They demi-deify and fume him fo,

That in due feafon he forgets it too.

Inflated and aflrut with felf-conceit,
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He gulps the windy diet; and ere long,

Adopting their miitake, profoundly thinks

The world was made in vain, if not for him.

Thenceforth they are his cattle: drudges, born

To bear his burdens, drawing in his gears,

And fweating in his fervice, his caprice

Becomes the foul that animates them all.

He deems a thoufand, or ten thoufand lives,

Spent in the purchafe of renown for him,

An eafy reckoning; and they think the fame.

Thus kings were firft invented, and thus kings

Were burnifhed into heroes, and became

The arbiters of this terraqueous fwamp;

Storks among frogs, that have but croaked and died.

Strange, that fuch folly, as lifts bloated man
To eminence fit only for a god,

Should ever drivel out of human lips,

Even in the cradled weaknefs of the world!

Still ftranger much, that when at length mankind

Had reached the finewy firmnefs of their vouth,

And could difcriminate and argue well

On fubjects more myfterious, they were yet

Babes in the caufe of freedom, and fhould fear

And c. ; ike before the gods themfelves had made:

But aboA ; m( ifure ftrange, that neither proof

Of fad experience, nor examples fet

By fome, whole patriot virtue has prevailed,

Can even now, when they are grown mature
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In wifdom, and with philofophic deeds

Familiar, ferve to emancipate the reft!

Such dupes are men to cuftom, and fo prone

To reverence what is ancient, and can plead

A cpurfe of long obfervance for its ufe,

That even fervitude, the worft of ills,

Becaufe delivered down from lire to lbn,

Is kept and guarded as a facred thing.

But is it fit, or can it bear the mock

Of rational difculhon, that a man,

Compounded and made up like other men

Of elements tumultuous, in whom luft

And folly in as ample meafure meet,

As to the bofoms of the llaves he rules,

Should be a defpot abfolute, and boaft

Himfelf the only freeman of his land?

Should, when he pleafes, and on whom he will,

Wage war, with any or with no pretence

Of provocation given, or wrong fuftained,

And force the beggarly laft doit by means,

That his own humour di&ates, from the clutch

Of poverty, that thus he may procure

His thoufands, weary of penurious life,

A fplendid opportunity to die ?

Say ye, who (with lefs prudence than of old

Jotham afcribed to his aflembled trees

In politic convention) put your truft

In the ftiadow of a bramble, and reclined
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In fancied peace beneath his dangerous branch,

Rejoice in him, and celebrate his fwav,

Where find ye paffive fortitude? Whence fprings

Your felf-denying zeal, that holds it good

To flroke the prickly grievance, and to hang

His thorns with ftreamers of continual praife?

We too are friends to loyalty. We love

The king, who loves the law, refpects his bounds,

And reigns content within them : him we ferve .

Freely and with delight, who leaves us free:

But recollecting ftill that he is man,

We truft him not too far. King though he be,

And king in England too, he may be weak,

And vain enough to be ambitious ftill;

May exercife amifs his proper powers,

Or covet more than freemen choofe to grant:

Beyond that mark is treafon. He is our's

To adminifter, to guard, to adorn, the ftate,

But not to warp or change it. We are his

To ferve him nobly in the common caufe,

True to the death, but not to be his flaves.

Mark now the difference, ye that boaft your love

Of kings, between your loyalty and our's.

We love the man, the paltry pageant you:

We the chief patron of the commonwealth,

You the regardlefs author of its woes:

We for the fake of liberty a king,

You chains and bondage for a tyrant's fake.

3 N
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Our love is principle, and has its root

In reafon, is judicious, manly, free;

Your's, a blind inftinct, crouches to the rod,

And licks the foot, that treads it in the duft.

Were kingfhip as true treafure as it feems,

Sterling, and worthy of a wife man's with,

I would not be a king to be beloved

Caufelefs, and daubed with undifcerning praife,

Where love is mere attachment to the throne,

Not to the man, who fills it as he ought.

Whofe freedom is by fufferance, and at will

Of a fuperior, he is never free.

Who lives, and is not weary of a life

Expofed to manacles, deferves them well.

The ftate, that ftrives for liberty, though foiled,

And forced to abandon what the bravely fought,

Deferves at leaft applaufe for her attempt,

And pity for her lofs. But that's a caufe

Not often unfuccefsful : power ufurped

Is weaknefs when oppofed: confcious of wrong,
?

Tis pufillanimous and prone to flight.

But flaves, that once conceive the glowing thought

Of freedom, in that hope itfelf poffefs

All that the conteft calls for; fpirit, ftrength.

The fcorn of danger, and united hearts

;

The fureft prefage of the good they feek #
.

* The author hopes that he (hall not be cenfuredfor unneceffary warmth upon fo interefting

a fubjecl. He is aware that it is become almoft fafhionable to ftigmatize fuch fentiments as no

better than empty declamation ; but it is an ill fymptom, and peculiar to modern times.
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Then fhame to manhood, and opprobrious more

To France than all her lofTes and defeats,

Old or of later date, by fea or land,

Her houfe of bondage, worfe than that of old

Which God avenged on Pharaoh—the Baflile.

Ye horrid towers, the abode of broken hearts

;

Ye dungeons and ye cages of defpair,

That monarchs have fupplied from age to age

With mufic, fuch as fuits their fovereign ears,

The fighs and groans of miferable men

!

There's not an Englifh heart, that would not leap

To hear that ve were fallen at laft; to know

That ev'n our enemies, fo oft employed

In forging chains for us, themfelves were free.

For he, who values liberty, confines

His zeal for her predominance within

No narrow bounds; her caufe engages him

Wherever pleaded. Tis the caufe of man.

There dwell the moft forlorn of human kind,

Immured though unaccufed, condemned untried,

Cruelly fpared, and hopelefs of efcape.

There, like the viiionary emblem feen

By him of Babylon, life ftands a flump,

And filletted about with hoops of brafs

Still lives, though all his pleafant boughs are gone.

To count the hour-bell and expect no change;

And ever, as the fullen found is heard,

Still to renec~t, that though a joylefs note

3 N 2
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To him, whofe moments all have one dull pace,

Ten thoufand rovers in the world at large

Account it mufic; that it fummons fome

To theatre, or jocund feaft or ball:

The wearied hireling finds it a releafe

From labour; and the lover, who has chid

Its long delay, feels every welcome ftroke

Upon his heart-firings, trembling with delight

—

To fly for refuge from diflra6ting thought

To fuch amufements, as ingenious woe

Contrives, hard-fhifting, and without her tools

—

To read engraven on the mouldy walls,

In daggering types, his predecefTor's tale,

A fad memorial, and fubjoin his own

—

To turn purveyor to an overgorged

And bloated fpider, till the pampered pert.

Is made familiar, watches his approach,

Comes at his call, and ferves him for a friend

—

To wear out time in numbering to and fro

The ftuds, that thick embofs his iron door;

Then downward and then upward, then aflant

And then alternate; with a fickly hope

By dint of change to give his taftelefs tafk

Some relifh ; till the fum exactly found

In all directions, he begins again

—

Oh comfortlefs exiftence! hemmed around

With woes, which who that fuffers would not kneel

And beg for exile, or the pangs of death?
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That man mould thus encroach on fellow man,

Abridge him of his juft and native rights,

Eradicate him, tear him from his hold

Upon the endearments of domeftic life

And focial, nip his fruitfulnefs and ufe,

And doom him for perhaps an heedlefs word

To barrennefs, and folitude, and tears,

Moves indignation ; makes the name of king

(Of king whom fuch prerogative can pleafe)

As dreadful as the Manichean god,

Adored through fear, ftrong only to deftroy.

J

Tis liberty alone, that gives the flower

Of fleeting life its luftre and perfume;

And we are weeds without it. All constraint,

Except what wiidom lays on evil men,

Is evil: hurts the faculties, impedes

Their progrefs in the road of fcience; blinds

The eyefight of difcovery; and begets

In thofe that fuffer it a fordid mind

Beflial, a meagre intellect, unfit

To be the tenant of man's noble form.

Thee therefore flill, blame-worthy as thou art,

With all thy lofs of empire, and though fqueezed

By public exigence till annual food

Fails for the craving hunger of the ftate,

Thee I account fhll happy, and the chief

Among the nations, feeing thou art free;

My native nook of earth! Thy clime is rude,
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Replete with vapours, and difpofes much
All hearts to fadnefs, and none more than mine:

Thine unadulterate manners are lefs foft

And plaufible than focial life requires,

And thou haft need of difcipline and art

To give thee what politer France receives

From nature's bounty—that humane addrefs

And fvveetnefs, without which no pleafure is

In converfe, either ftarved by cold reierve,

Or flufhed with fierce difpute, a fenfelefs brawl:

Yet being free I love thee : for the fake

Of that one feature can be well content,

Difgraced as thou haft been, poor as thou art,

To feek no fublunary reft beflde.

But once enflaved, farewell! I could endure

Chains no where patiently; and chains at home,

Where I am free by birthright, not at all.

Then what were left of roushnefs in the grain

Of Eritim natures, wa-iting its excufe

That it belongs to freemen, would difguft

And mock me. I fhould then with double pain

Feel all the rigour of thy fickle clime

;

And, if I muft bewail the bleffinjr loft,

For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys bled,

I would at leaft bewail it under fkies

Milder, among a people lefs auftere;

In fcenes, which having never known me free,

Would not reproach me with the lofs I felt.

book v.
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Do I forebode impoffible events,

And tremble at vain dreams ? Heaven grant I mav

!

But the age of virtuous politics is part,

And we are deep in that of cold pretence.

Patriots are grown too fhrewd to be fincere,

And we too wife to truft them. He that takes

Deep in his foft credulity the ftamp

Defigned by loud declaimers on the part

Of liberty, themfelves the Haves of luft,

Incurs derifion for his eafy faith

And lack of knowledge, and with caufe enough

:

For when was public virtue to be found

Where private was not? Can he love the whole

Who loves no part? He be a nation's friend

Who is in truth the friend of no man there ?

Can he be ftrenuous in his country's caufe,

Who flights the charities, for whofe dear fake

That country, if at all, mufl be beloved?

'Tis therefore fober and good men are fad

For England's glory, feeing it wax pale

And fickly, while her champions wear their hearts

So loofe to private duty, that no brain,

Healthful and undifturbed by factious fumes,

Can dream them trufty to the general weal.

Such were not they of old, whofe tempered blades

Difperfed the fhackles of ufurped control,

And hewed them link from link; then Albion's fons

Were fons indeed ; they felt a filial heart
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Beat high within them at a mother's wrongs;

And, mining each in his domeftic fphere,

Shone brighter ftill, once called to public view.

"Tis therefore many, whofe fequeftered lot

Forbids their interference, looking on,

Anticipate perforce fome dire event;

And, feeing the old cattle of the ftate,

That promifed once more firmnefs, fo affailed

That all its tempeft-beaten turrets make,

Stand motionlefs expectants of its fall.

All has its date below; the fatal hour

Was regiftered in heaven ere time began.

We turn to dufr, and all our mightieft works

Die too : the deep foundations that we lay,

Time ploughs them up, and not a trace remains.

We build with what we deem eternal rock:

A diftant age afks where the fabric flood;

And in the duft, fifted and fearched in vain,

The undifcoverable fecret fleeps.

But there is yet a liberty, unfung

By poets, and by fenators unpraifed,

Which monarchs cannot grant, nor all the powers

Of earth and hell confederate take away

:

A liberty, which perfecution, fraud,

Oppreffion, prifons, have no power to bind;

Which whofo taftes can be enflaved no more.

'Tis liberty of heart derived from heaven,

Bought with his blood, who gave it to mankind,
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And fealed with the fame token. It is held

By charter, and that charter fanctioned fure

By the unimpeachable and awful oath

And promife of a God. His other gifts

All bear the royal ftamp, that fpeaks them his,

And are auguft; but this tranfcends them all.

His other works, the vifible difplay

Of all-creating energy and might,

Are grand no doubt, and worthy of the word

That, finding an interminable fpace

Unoccupied, has filled the void fo well,

And made fo fparkling what was dark before.

But thefe are not his glory. Man, 'tis true,

Smit with the beauty of fo fair a fcene,

Might well fuppofe the artificer divine

Meant it eternal, had he not himfelf

Pronounced it tranfient, glorious as it is,

And ltill defigning a more glorious far,

Doomed it as infufncient for his praife.

Thefe therefore are occaiional, and pafs;

Formed for the confutation of the fool,

Whole lying heart diiputes againft a God;

That office ferved, they muft be fwept away.

Not fo the labours of his love : they fhine

In other heavens than thefe that we behold,

And fade not. There is paradile that fears

No forfeiture, and of its fruits he fends

Large prelibation oft to faints below.

3 o
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Of thefe the firft in order, and the pledge

And confident afTurance of the reft,

Is liberty. A flight into his arms

Ere yet mortality's fine threads give way,

A clear efcape from tyrannizing luft,

And full immunity from penal woe.

Chains are the portion of revolted man,

Stripes and a dungeon; and his body ferves

The triple purpofe. In that fickly, foul,

Opprobrious refidence he finds them all.

Propenfe his heart to idols, he is held

In filly dotage on created things,

Carelefs of their Creator. And that low

And fordid gravitation of his powers

To a vile clod fo draws him, with fuch force

Refiftlefs from the centre he fhould feek,

That he at laft forgets it. All his hopes

Tend downward; his ambition is to fink,

To reach a depth profounder ftill, and flill

Profounder, in the fathomlefs abyfs

Of folly, plunging in purfuit of death.

But ere he gain the comfortlefs repofe

He feeks, and acquiefcence of his foul

In heaven-renouncing exile, he endures

—

What does he not? from lufts oppofed in vain,

And felf-reproaching confcience. He forefees

The fatal iffue to his health, fame, peace,

Fortune, and dignity; the lofs of all,
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That can ennoble man, and make frail life,

Short as it is, fupportable. Still worfe,

Far worfe than all the plagues, with which his fins

Infect his happier! moments, he forebodes

Ages of hopelefs mifery. Future death,

And death ftill future. Not an hafty ftroke,

Like that which fends him to the dufty grave;

But unrepealable enduring death.

Scripture is ftill a trumpet to his fears:

What none can prove a forgery may be true;

What none but bad men with exploded rauft.

That fcruple checks him. Riot is not loud,

Nor drunk enough to drown it. In the midft

Of laughter his compunctions are fincere;

And he abhors the jeft by which he mines.

Remorfe begets reform. His mafter-luft

Falls firft before his refolute rebuke,

And feems dethroned and vanquifhed. Peace enfues,

But fpurious and fhort-lived ; the puny child

Of felf congratulating pride, begot

On fancied innocence. Again he falls,

And fights again; but finds his beft effay

A prefage ominous, portending ftill

Its own difhonour by a worfe relapfe.

Till Nature, unavailing nature, foiled

So oft, and wearied in the vain attempt,

Scoffs at her own performance. Reafon now

Takes part with appetite, and pleads the caufe

3 o 2
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Perverfely, which of late fhe fo condemned
;

With fhallow fhifts and old devices, worn

And tattered in the fervice of debauch,

Covering his fhame from his offended fight.

" Hath God indeed given appetites to man,

And ftored the earth fo plenteoufly with means

To gratify the hunger of his with;

And doth he reprobate and will he damn

The ufe of his own bounty? making firft

So frail a kind, and then enacting laws

So ftrict, that lefs than perfect muft defpair ?

Falfehood! which whofo but fufpects of truth

Difhonours God, and makes a flave of man.

Do they themfelves, who undertake for hire

The teacher's office, and difpenfe at large

Their weekly dole of edifying {trains,

Attend to their own mufic? have they faith

In what with fuch folemnity of tone

And gefture they propound to our belief?

Nay—conduct hath the loudeft tongue. The voice

Is but an inftrument, on which the prieft

May play what tune he pleafes. In the deed,

The unequivocal authentic deed,

We find found argument, we read the heart."

Such reafonings (if that name muft need belong

To excufes in which reafon has no part)

Serve to compofe a fpirit well inclined

To live on terms of amity with vice,
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And fin without ciifturbance. Often urged,

(As often as libidinous difcourfe

Exbaufted, he reforts to iblemn themes

Of theological and grave import)

They gain at laft his unreferved afTent;

Till, hardened his heart's temper in the forge

Of luft, and on the anvil of depair,

He flights the nrokes of confcience. Nothing moves,

Or nothing much, his constancy in ill;

Vain tampering has but foftered his difeafe
;

'Tis defperate, and he fleeps the fleep of death.

Hafte now, philofopher, and fet him free.

Charm the deaf ferpent wifely. Make him hear

Of rectitude and fitnefs, moral truth

How lovely, and the moral fenfe how fure,

Confulted and obeyed, to guide his fteps

Directly to the first and only fair.

Spare not in fuch a caufe. Spend all the powers

Of rant and rhapfody in virtue's praife

:

Be moft fublimely good, verbofely grand,

And with poetic trappings grace thy profe,

Till it outmantle all the pride of verfe.

—

Ah, tinkling cymbal, and high founding brafs,

Smitten in vain ! fuch mufic cannot charm

The eclipfe, that intercepts truth s heavenly beam,

And chills and darkens a wide-wandering foul.

The still small voice is wanted. He muit fpeak,

Whofe word leaps forth at once to its effect

;
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Who calls for things that are not, and they come.

Grace makes the Have a freeman. Tis a change,

That turns to ridicule the turgid fpeech

And ftately tone of moralifts, who boaft,

As if, like him of fabulous renown,

They had indeed ability to fmooth

The mag of favage nature, and were each

An Orpheus, and omnipotent in fong:

But transformation of apoftate man

From fool to wife, from earthly to divine,

Is work for Him that made him. He alone,

And he by means in philofophic eyes

Trivial and worthy of difdain, achieves

The wonder; humanizing what is brute

In the loft kind, extracting from the lips

Of afps their venom, overpowering ftrength

By weaknefs, and hoftility by love.

Patriots have toiled, and in their country's caufe

Bled nobly; and their deeds, as they deferve,

Receive proud recompenfe. We give in charge

Their names to the fweet lyre. The hiftoric mufe

Proud of the treafure, marches with it down

To lateft times; and fculpture, in her turn,

Gives bond in ftone and ever-during brafs

To <mard them, and to immortalize her truft

:

But fairer wreaths are due, though never paid,

To thofe, who pofted at the ftirine of truth

Have fallen in her defence. A patriot's blood
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Well fpent in fuch a ftrife may earn indeed,

And for a time enfure, to bis loved land

The fweets of liberty and equal laws

;

But martyrs ftruggle for a brighter prize,

And win it with more pain. Their blood is fhed

In confirmation of the nobleft claim,

Our claim to feed upon immortal truth,

To walk with God, to be divinely free,

To foar, and to anticipate the fkies.

Yet few remember them. They lived unknown

Till perfecution dragged them into fame,

And chafed them up to heaven. Their afhes flew

—No marble tells us whither. With their names

No bard embalms and fanctifies his fong:

And hiftory, fb warm on meaner themes,

Is cold on this. She execrates indeed

The tyranny, that doomed them to the fire,

But gives the glorious fufferers little praife *.

He is the freeman whom the truth makes free,

And all are flaves befide. There's not a chain

That hellifh foes, confederate for his harm,

Can wind around him, but he cafts it oft

With as much eafe as Samfon his green wyths.

He looks abroad into the varied fi< Id

Of nature, and though poor perhaps, compared

"With thofe whofe manfions glitter in his fight*

Calls the delightful fcenery all his own.

* See Hume.
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His are the mountains, and the vallies his,

And the refplendent rivers. His to enjoy

With a propriety that none can feel,

But who, with filial confidence infpired,

Can lift to heaven an unprefumptuous eye,

And fmiling fay—" My Father made them all
!"

Are they not his by a peculiar right,

And by an emphafis of intereli his,

Whofe eye they fill with tears of holy joy,

"Whofe heart with praife, and whofe exalted mind

With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love,

That planned, and built, and ftill upholds, a world

So clothed with beauty for rebellious man?

Yes—ye may fill your garners, ye that reap

The loaded foil, and ye may waite much good

In fenfelefs riot ; but ye will not find

In feaft or in the chafe, in fong or dance,

A liberty like his, who unimpeached

Of ufurpation, and to no man's wrong,

Appropriates nature as his Father's work,

And has a richer ufe of your's than you.

He is indeed a freeman. Free by birth

Of no mean city; planned or ere the hills

Were built, the fountains opened, or the fea

With all his roaring multitude of waves.

His freedom is the fame in every ftate;

And no condition of this changeful life,

So manifold in cares, whofe every day

Brings its own evil with it, makes it lefs:
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For he has wings, that neither ficknefs, pain,

Nor penury, can cripple or confine.

No nook fo narrow but he fpreads them there

With eafe, and is at large. The oppreflbr holds

His body bound; but knows not what a range

His fpirit takes, unconfcious of a chain;

And that to bind him is a vain attempt

Whom God delights in, and in whom he dwells.

Acquaint thyfelf with God, if thou wouldeft tafte

His works. Admitted once to his embrace,

Thou fhalt perceive that thou waft blind before

:

Thine eye fhall be inftrucledj and thine heart

Made pure fhall relifli, with divine delight

'Till then unfelt, what hands divine have wrought.

Brutes graze the mountain-top, with faces prone

And eyes intent upon the fcanty herb,

It yields them; or recumbent on its brow

Ruminate heedlefs of the fcene outfpread

Beneath, beyond, and ftretching far away

From inland regions to the diftant main.

Man views it, and admires; but refts content

With what he views. The landfcape has his praife,

But not its author. Unconcerned who formed

The paradife he fees, he finds it fuch,

And fuch well-pleafed to find it, afks no more.

Not fo the mind, that has been touched from heaven,

And in the fchool of facred wifdom taught

To read his wonders, in whofe thought the world,

3 p
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Fair as it is, exifted ere it was.

Not for its own fake merely, but for his

Much more, who fafhioned it, he gives it praife;

Praife that from earth refulting, as it ought,

To earth's acknowledged fovereign, finds at once,

Its only juft proprietor in Him.

The foul that fees him, or receives fublimed

New faculties, or learns at leaft to employ

More worthily the powers me owned before,

Difcerns in all things what, with ftupid gaze

Of ignorance, till then fhe overlooked,

A ray of heavenly light, gilding all forms

Terreftrial in the vafl: and the minute;

The unambiguous footfteps of the God,

"Who gives its luftre to an infect's wing,

And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds.

Much converfant with heaven, fhe often holds

With thofe fair minifters of light to man,

That fill the fkies nightly with filent pomp,

Sweet conference. Inquires what ftrains were they

With which heaven rang, when every ftar, in hafte

To gratulate the new-created earth,

Sent forth a voice, and all the fons of God

Shouted for joy.—" Tell me, ye mining hofts,

" That navigate a fea that knows no ftorms,

" Beneath a vault unfullied with a cloud,

" If from your elevation, whence ye view

ki Diftinctly fcenes invifible to man,
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" And fyftems, of whofe birth no tidings yet

" Have reached this nether world, ye fpy a race

" Favoured as our's; tranfgrefTors from the womb,
44 And halting to a grave, yet doomed to rife,

44 And to poffefs a brighter heaven than your's?
44 As one who long detained on foreign mores,
44 Pants to return, and when he fees afar

44 His country's weather-bleach'd and batter'd rocks,
44 From the green wave emerging, darts an eye
44 Radiant with joy towards the happy land;
44 So I with animated hopes behold,

44 And many an aching wifh, your beamy fires,

44 That fhow like beacons in the blue abyfs,

44 Ordained to guide the embodied fpirit home
44 From toilfome life to never-ending reft.

44 Love kindles as I gaze. I feel defires,

44 That give affurance of their own fuccefs,

" And that infufed from heaven muft thither tend."

So reads he nature, whom the lamp of truth

Illuminates. Thy lamp, myfterious word

!

Which whofo fees no longer wanders loft,

With intellects bemazed in endlefs doubt,

But runs the road of wifdom. Thou haft built

With means, that were not till by thee employed,

Worlds, that had never been hadft thou in ftrength

Been lefs, or lefs benevolent than ftrong.

They are thy witneffes, who fpeak thy power

And goodnefs infinite, but fpeak in ears,

3 p 2
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That hear not, or receive not their report.

In vain thy creatures teftify of thee,

Till thou proclaim thyfelf. Their's is indeed

A teaching voice: but 'tis the praife of thine,

That whom it teaches it makes prompt to learn,

And with the boon gives talents for its ufe.

Till thou art heard, imaginations vain

PofTefs the heart, and fables falfe as hell

;

Yet, deemed oracular, lure down to death

The uninformed and heedlefs fouls of men.

We give to chance, blind chance, ourfelves as blind,

The glory of thy work ; which yet appears

Perfect and unimpeachable of blame,

Challenging human fcrutiny, and proved

Then fkilful moft when moft feverely judged.

But chance is not; or is not where thou reigneft:

Thy providence forbids that fickle power

(If power me be that works but to confound)

To mix her wild vagaries with thy laws.

Yet thus we dote, refuting while we can

Inftruction, and inventing to ourfelves

Gods fuch as guilt makes welcome; gods that ileep,

Or difregard our follies, or that fit

Amufed fpectators of this buftling ftage.

Thee we reject, unable to abide

Thy purity, till pure as thou art pure,

Made fuch by thee, we love thee for that caufe

For which we fhunned and hated thee before.
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Then we are free. Then liberty, like day,

Breaks on the foul, and by a flafh from heaven

Fires all the faculties with glorious joy.

A voice is heard, that mortal ears hear not

Till thou haft touched them; 'tis the voice of fong

A loud Hofanna fent from all thy works;

Which he that hears it with a fhout repeats,

And adds his rapture to the general praife.

In that bleft moment Nature, throwing wide

Her veil opaque, difclofes with a fmile

The author of her beauties, who, retired

Behind his own creation, works unfeen

By the impure, and hears his power denied.

Thou art the fource and centre of all minds,

Their only point of reft, eternal Word

!

From thee departing they are loft, and rove

At random without honour, hope, or peace.

From thee is all, that fooths the life of man,

His high endeavour, and his glad fuccefs,

His ftrength to fuffer and his will to ferve.

But oh thou bounteous Giver of all good,

Thou art of all thy gifts thyfelf the crown!

Give what thou canft, without thee we are poor;

And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away.
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THE TASK

BOOK VI.

THE WINTER WALK AT NOON.

There is in fouls a fympathy with founds,

And as the mind is pitched the ear is pleafed

With melting airs or martial, brifk or grave,

Some chord in unifon with what we hear

Is touched within us, and the heart replies.

How foft the mufic of thofe village bells,

Falling at intervals upon the ear

In cadence fweet, now dying all away,

Now pealing loud again, and louder flill,

Clear and fonorous, as the gale comes on!

With eafy force it opens all the cells,

Where memory flept. Wherever 1 have heard

A kindred melody, the fcene recurs,

And with it all its pleafures and its pains.

Such comprehenfive views the fpirit takes,

That in a few fhort moments I retrace

3 a
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(As in a map the voyager his courfe)

The windings of my way through many years.

Short as in retrofpecl: the journey feems,

It feemed not always fhort; the rugged path,

And profpecl: oft fo dreary and forlorn,

Moved many a flgh at its difheartening length.

Yet feeling prefent evils, while the paft

Faintly imprefs the mind, or not at all,

How readily we wifh time fpent revoked,

That we might try the ground again, where once

(Through inexperience, as we now perceive)

We miffed that happinefs we might have found!

Some friend is gone, perhaps his fon's befl friend,

A father, whofe authority, in mow
When moft fevere, and muttering all its force,

Was but the graver countenance of love;

Whofe favour, like the clouds of fpring, might lower,

And utter now and then an awful voice,

But had a bleffing in its darkeft frown,

Threatening at once and nourifhing the plant.

We loved, but not enough, the gentle hand,

That reared us. At a thoughtlefs age, allured

By every gilded folly, we renounced

His fheltering fide, and wilfully forewent

That converfe, which we now in vain regret.

How gladly would the man recall to life

The boy's neglected fire! a mother too,

That fofter friend, perhaps more gladly ftill,
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Might he demand them at the gates of death.

Sorrow has, fince they went, fubdued and tamed

The playful humour; he could now endure,

(Himfelf grown fober in the vale of tears)

And feel a parent's prefence no reftraint.

But not to underftand a treafure's worth

Till time has ftolen away the flighted good.

Is caufe of half the poverty we feel,

And makes the world the wildernefs it is.

The few that pray at all pray oft amifs,

And, feeking grace to improve the prize they hold,

Would urge a wiler fuit than afking more.

The night was winter in his rougher! mood;

The morning fharp and clear. But now at noon

Upon the fouthern fide of the flant hills,

And where the woods fence off the northern blaft,

The feafon fmiles, refigning all its rage,

And has the warmth of May. The vault is blue

Without a cloud, and white without a fpeck

The dazzling fplendour of the fcene below.

Again the harmony comes o'er the vale;

And through the trees I view the embattled tower,

Whence all the mufic. I again perceive

The foothing influence of the wafted flrains,

And fettle in foft mufings as I tread

The walk, ftill verdant, under oaks and elms,

Whofe outfpread branches overarch the glade.

The roof, though moveable through all its length
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As the wind fways it, has yet well iufficed,

And intercepting in their filent fall

The frequent flakes has kept a path for me.

No nolfe is here, or none that hinders thought.

The redbreart warbles ftill, but is content

With llender notes, and more than half fuppreffed

:

Pleafed with his folitude, and flitting light

From fpray to fpray, where'er he refts he fhakes

From many a twig the pendant drops of ice,

That tinkle in the withered leaves below.

Stillnefs, accompanied with founds fo foft,

Charms more than filence. Meditation here

May think down hours to moments. Here the heart

May give an ufeful lefTon to the head,

And learning wifer grow without his books.

Knowledge and wifdom, far from being one,

Have oft-times no connexion. Knowledge dwells

In heads replete with thoughts of other men

;

Wifdom in minds attentive to their own.

Knowledge, a rude unprofitable mafs,

The mere materials with which wifdom builds,

Till fmoothed and fquared and fitted to its place,

Does but incumber whom it feems to enrich.

Knowledge is proud that he has learned fo much;

Wifdom is humble that he knows no more.

Books are not feldom talifmans and fpells,

By which the magic art of fhrewder wits

Holds an unthinking multitude enthralled.
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Some to the fafcination of a name

Surrender judgment, hood-winked. Some the ftyle

Infatuates, and through labyrinths and wilds

Of error leads them by a tune entranced.

While floth feduces more, too weak to bear

The infupportable fatigue of thought,

And fwallowing therefore without paufe or choice

The total grift unfifted, hufks and all.

But trees and rivulets, whofe rapid courfe

Defies the check of winter, haunts of deer,

And fheep-walks populous with bleating lambs,

And lanes, in which the primrofe ere her time

Peeps through the mofs, that clothes the hawthorn root,

Deceive no ftudent. Wifdom there, and truth,

Not fhy, as in the world, and to be won
By flow folicitation, feize at once

The roving thought, and fix it on themfelves.

What prodigies can power divine perform

More grand than it produces year by year,

And all in fight of inattentive man?

Familiar with the effect we flight the caufe,

And in the conftancy of nature's courfe,

The regular return of genial months,

And renovation of a faded world,

See nought to wonder at. Should God again,

As once in Gibeon, interrupt the race

Of the undeviating and punctual fun,

How would the world admire! but fpeaks it lefs
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An agency divine, to make him know

His moment when to link and when to rife,

Age after age, than to arreft his courfe?

All we behold is miracle ; but feen

So duly all is miracle in vain.

Where now the vital energy that moved,

While fummer was, the pure and fubtle lymph

Through the imperceptible meandering veins

Of leaf and flower? It fleeps; and the icy touch

Of unprolific winter has imprefTed

A cold ftagnation on the inteftine tide.

But let the months go round, a few fhort months,

And all mail be reftored. Thefe naked moots,

Barren as lances, among which the wind

Makes wintry mufic, fighing as it goes,

Shall put their graceful foliage on again,

And more afpiring, and with ampler fpread,

Shall boaft new charms, and more than they have loft.

Then, each in its peculiar honours clad,

Shall publifh even to the diftant eye

Its family and tribe. Laburnum, rich

In ftreaming gold; fyringa, ivory pure;

The fcentlefs and the fcented rofe; this red,

And of an humbler growth, the # other tall,

And throwing up into the darken: gloom

Of neighbouring cyprefs, or more fable yew,

* The Guelder- rofe.
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Her filver globes, light as the foamy furf,

That the wind fevers from the broken wave;

The lilac, various in arrav, now white,

Now fanguine, and her beauteous head now fet

With purple fpikes pyramidal, as if

Studious of ornament, yet unrefolved

Wr
hich hue fhe molt approved, fhe chofe them all;

Copious of flowers the woodbine, pale and wan,

But well compenfating her iickly looks

With never-cloying odours, early and late;

Hypericum all bloom, lb thick a fwarm

Of flowrers, like flies clothing her {lender rods,

That fcarce a leaf appears; mezerion too,

Though leaflefs, well attired, and thick befet

With blufhing wreaths, inverting every {pray;

Althaea with the purple eye: the broom,

Yellow and bright, as bullion unalloyed,

Her bloffoms; and luxuriant above all

The jafmine, throwing wide her elegant fweets,

The deep dark green of whofe unvarnifhed leaf

Makes more confpicuous, and illumines more

The bright profufion of her fcattered ftars.

—

Thefe have been, and thefe fhall be in their day;

And all this uniform uncoloured fcene

Shall be difmantled of its fleecy load,

And flufh into variety again.

From dearth to plenty, and from death to life,

Is Nature's prpgrefs, when (he lectures man
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Iii heavenly truth; evincing, as fhe makes

The grand transition, that there lives and works
to

A (bul in all things, and that foul is God.

The beauties of the wildernefs are his,

That makes fo gay the folitary place

Where no eye fees them. And the fairer forms,

That cultivation glories in, are his.

He lets the bright proceffion on its way,

And marfhals all the order of the year;

He marks the bounds, which winter may not pafs,

And blunts his pointed fury; in its cafe,

Ruffet and rude, folds up the tender germ,

Uninjured, with inimitable art;

And, ere one flowery feafon fades and dies,

Defigns the blooming wonders of the next.

Some fay that in the origin of things,

When all creation ftarted into birth,

The infant elements received a law,

From which they fwerve not fince. That under force

Of that controlling ordinance they move,

And need not his immediate hand, who firft

Prefcribed their courfe, to regulate it now.

Thus dream they, and contrive to fave a God

The incumbrance of his own concerns, and fpare

The great artificer of all that moves

The ftrefs of a continual act, the pain

Of unremitted vigilance and care,

As too laborious and fevere a tafk.
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So man, the moth, is not afraid, it feems,

To fpan omnipotence, and meafure might,

That knows no meafure, by the (canty rule

And iiandard of his own, that is to-day,

And is not ere to-morrow's fun go down.

But how fhould matter occupy a charge

Dull as it is, and fatisfy a law

So vaft in its demands, unlefs impelled

To ceafelefs fervice by a ceafelefs force,

And under prefTure of fome confcious caufe ?
:

The Lord of all, himfelf through all diffufed,

Suftains, and is the life of all that lives.

Nature is but a name for an effect.,

Whofe caufe is God. He feeds the fecret fire,.

By which the mighty procefs is maintained,

Who fleeps not, is not weary; in whofe fight

Slow circling ages are as tranfient days;

Whofe work is without labour; whofe defigns

No flaw deforms, no difficulty thwarts:

And whofe beneficence no charge exhaufts.

Him blind antiquity profaned, not ferved,

With felf-taught rites, and under various names,.

Female and male, Pomona, Pales, Pan,

And Flora, and Vertumnus; peopling earth.

With tutelary goddefTes and gods,

That were not; and commending as they would

To each fome province, garden, field, or grove,

But all are under one. One fpirit—His,

3 R
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Who wore the platted thorns with bleeding brows,

Rules univerfal nature. Not a flower

But fhows fome touch, in freckle, ftreak, or nain,

Of his unrivalled pencil. He infpires

Their balmy odours, and imparts their hues,

And bathes their eyes with nectar, and includes,

In grains as countlefs as the lea-fide lands,

The forms, with which he fprinkles all the earth.

Happy who walks with him ! whom what he finds

Of flavour or of fcent in fruit or flower,

Or what he views of beautiful or grand

In nature, from the broad majeftic oak

To the green blade, that twinkles in the fun,

Prompts with remembrance of a prefent God.

His prefence, who made all fo fair, perceived

Makes all nill fairer. As with him no fcene

Is dreary, fo with him all feafons pleafe.

Though winter had been none, had man been true,

And earth be punimed for its tenant's fake,

Yet not in vengeance; as this fmiling fky,

So foon fucceeding fuch an angry night,

And thefe diffolving mows, and this clear nream

Recovering fail: its liquid mufic, prove.

Who then, that has a mind well fining and tuned

To contemplation, and within his reach

A fcene fo friendly to his favourite tafk,

Would wafte attention at the chequered board.

His hoft of wooden warriors to and fro
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Marching and countermarching, with an eye

As fixt as marble, with a forehead ridged

.

And furrowed into ftorms, and with a hand

Trembling, as if eternity were hung

In balance on his conduct of a pin?

Nor envies he aught more their idle iport,

Who pant with application mifapplied

To trivial toys, and, pufhing ivory balls

Acrofs a velvet level, feel a joy

Akin to rapture, when the bauble finds

Its deftined goal, of difficult accefs.

Nor deems he wifer him, who gives his noon

To mifs, the mercer's plague, from fhop to fhop

Wandering, and littering with unfolded filks

The polifhed counter, and approving none,

Or promifing with fmiles to call again.

Nor him, who by his vanity feduced,

And foothed into a dream that he difcerns

The difference of a Guido from a daub,

Frequents the crowded auction : ftationed there

As duly as the Langford of the fhow,

With glafs at eye, and catalogue in hand,

And tongue accompliihed in the fulfome cant

And pedantry, that coxcombs learn with eafe;

Oft as the price-deciding hammer falls

He notes it in his book, then raps his box,

Swears 'tis a bargain, rails at his hard fate

That he has let it pals—but never bids

!

3 R 2
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Here unmolefted, through whatever fign

The fun proceeds, I wander. Neither mift,

Nor freezing fky nor fultrv, checking me,

Nor ftranger intermeddling with my joy.

Ev'n in the fpring and play- time of the year,

That calls the unwonted villager abroad

With all her little ones, a fportive train,

To gather king-cups in the yellow mead,

And prink their hair with dailies, or to pick

A cheap but wholefome fallad from the brook,

Thefe fhades are all my own. The timorous hare,

Grown fo familiar with her frequent gueft,

Scarce fhuns me ; and the flock dove unalarmed

Sits cooing in the pine-tree, nor fufpends

His long love-ditty for my near approach.

Drawn from his refuge in fome lonely elm,

That age or injury has hollowed deep,

Where, on his bed of wool and matted leaves,

He has outflept the winter, ventures forth

To frifk awhile, and baik in the warm fun,

The fquirrel, flippant, pert, and full of play:

He fees me, and at once, fwift as a bird,

Afcends the neighbouring beech; there whifks his brufh,

And perks his ears, and ftamps and cries aloud,

With alt the prettinefs of feigned alarm,

And anger infignificantly fierce.

The heart is hard in nature, and unfit

For human fellowfhip, as being void
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Of fympathy, and therefore dead alike

To love and friendfhip both, that is not pleafed

With light of animals enjoying life,

Nor feels their happinefs augment his own.

The bounding fawn, that darts acrofs the glade

When none purfues, through mere delight of hear:,

And fpirits buoyant with excefs of glee

;

The horfe as wanton, and almoit as fleet,

That flams the fpacious meadow at full ipeed,

Then flops and fnorts, and throwing high his heels

Starts to the voluntary race again;

The very kine, that gambol at high noon,

The total herd receiving firft from one,

That leads the dance a fummons to be gay,

Though wild their ftrange vagaries, and uncouth

Their efforts, yet refolved with one confent

To give fuch act, and utterance as they may
To ecflafy too big to be fupprefTed

—

Thefe, and a thoufand images of blifs,

With which kind nature graces every fcene,

Where cruel man defeats not her defign,

Impart to the benevolent, who wifh

All that are capable of pleafure pleafed,

A far fuperior happinefs to their's,

The comfort of a reafonable joy.

Man fcarce had rifen, obedient to his call,

Who formed him from the duft, his future grave,

When he was crowned as never king was fince.
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God fet the diadem upon his head,

And angel choirs attended. Wondering flood

The new-made monarch, while before him paffed,

All happy, and all perfect in their kind,

The creatures, fummoned from their various haunts

To fee their fovereign, and confefs his fway.

Vaft was his empire, abiblute his power,

Or bounded only by a law, whofe force

'Twas his fublimeft privilege to feel

And own, the law of univerfal love.

He ruled with meeknefs, they obeyed with joyj

No cruel purpofe lurked within his heart,

And no diftrufi of his intent in their's.

So Eden was a fcene of harmlefs fport,

Where kindnefs on his part, who ruled the whole*

Begat a tranquil confidence in all,

And fear as yet was not, nor caufe for fear,

But fin marred all: and the revolt of man r

That fource of evils not exhaufted yet,

Was punifhed with revolt of his from him.

Garden of God, how terrible the change

Thy groves and lawns then witnefled! Every heart,

Each animal of every name conceived

A jealoufy and an inftin&ive fear,

And, confcious of fome danger, either fled

Precipitate the loathed abode of man,

Or growled defiance in fuch angry fort,

As taught him too to tremble in his turn.
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Thus harmony and family accord

Were driven from Paradife; and in that hour

The feeds of cruelty, that fince have fwelled

To fuch gigantic and enormous growth,

Were fown in human nature's fruitful foil.

Hence date the perfecution and the pain,

That man inflicts on all inferior kinds,

Regardlefs of their plaints. To make him fport,

To gratify the frenzy of his wrath,

Or his bafe gluttony, are caufes good

And juft in his account, why bird and beaft

Should fuffer torture, and the ftreams be dyed

With blood of their inhabitants impaled.

Earth groans beneath the burden of a war

W7aged with defencelefs innocence, while he,

Not fatisfied to prey on all around,

Adds tenfold bitternefs to death by pangs

Needlefs, and firft torments ere he devours.

Now happieft they, that occupy the fcenes

The mofl remote from his abhorred refort,

Whom once, as delegate of God on earth,

They feared, and as his perfect, image loved.

The wildernefs is their's with all its caves,

Its hollow glens, its thickets, and its plains,

Unvifited by man. There they are free,

And howl and roar as likes them, uncontrolled;

Nor afk his leave to flumber or to play.

Wo to the tyrant, if he dare intrude
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Within the confines of their wild domain :

The lion tells him—I am monarch here

—

And if he fpare him, fpares him on the terms

Of royal mercy, and through generous feorn

To rend a victim trembling at his foot..

In meafure, as by force of inftincl: drawn,.

Or by necelTity conflrained, they live

Dependent upon man : thofe in his fields,

Thefe at his crib, and ibme beneath his roof.

They prove too often at how dear a rate

He fells protection—Witnefs at his foot

The fpaniel dying for ibme venial fault

Under diffection of the knotted fcourge
;

Witnefs the patient ox, with ftripes and yells

Driven to the Slaughter, goaded, as he runs,

To madnefs ; while the lavage at his heels

Laughs at the frantic fufferer's fury, fpent

Upon the guiltlefs paffenger o'erthrown.

He too is witnefs, nobleft of the train

That wait on man, the flight-performing horle:

With unfufpecYmg readinefs he takes

His murderer on his back, and pufhed all day

With bleeding fides and flanks, that heave for life,.

To the far diftant goal, arrives and dies.

So little mercy fhows who needs fo much!

Does law, fo jealous in the caufe of man,

Denounce no doom on the delinquent? None.

He lives, and o'er his brimming beaker boafts



BOOK VI. THE WINTER WALK AT NOON. 497

(As if barbarity were high defert)

The inglorious feat, and clamorous in praife

Of the poor brute, feems wifely to fuppofe

The honours of his matchlefs horfe his own

:

But many a crime, deemed innocent on earth,

Is regiftered in heaven, and thefe no doubt

Have each their record, with a curfe annexed.

Man may difmifs compaiTion from his heart,

But God will never. When he charged the Jew
To arTiil his foe's down-fallen beaft to rife;

And when the bufh-exploring boy, that feized

The young, to let the parent bird go free;

Proved he not plainly that his meaner works

Are yet his care, and have an intereft all,

All, in the univerfal Father's love?

On Noah, and in him on all mankind,

The charter was conferred, by which we hold

The flefli of animals in fee, and claim

O'er all we feed on power of life and death.

But read the infirument, and mark it well:

The oppreffion of a tyrannous control

Can find no warrant there. Feed then, and yield

Thanks for thy food. Carnivorous, through fin,

Feed on the (lain, but fpare the living brute!

The Governor of all, himfelf to all

So bountiful, in whole attentive ear

The unfledged raven, and the lion's whelp

Plead not in vain for pity on the pangs

3 i
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Of hunger unafluaged, has interpofed,

Not felclom, his avenging arm, to finite

The injurious trampler upon Nature's law,

That claims forbearance even for a brute.

He hates the hardnefs of a Balaam's heart

;

And, prophet as he was, he might not ftrike

The blamelefs animal, without rebuke,

On which he rode. Her opportune offence

Saved him, or the unrelenting feer had died.

He fees that human equity is flack

To interfere though in fo juft a caufe;

And makes the tafk his own. Infpiring dumb

And helplefs victims with a fenfe fo keen

Of injury, with fuch knowledge of their ftrength

And fuch fagacity to take revenge,

That oft the beaft has feemed to judge the man.

An ancient, not a legendary tale,

By one of found intelligence rehearfed,

(If fuch who plead for providence may feem

In modern eyes) fhall make the doctrine clear.

Where England, ftretched towards the fetting fun,

Narrow and long, o'erlooks the weftern wave,

Dwelt young Mifagathus ; a fcorner he

Of God and goodnefs, atheift in oftent,

Vicious in act, in temper favage-fierce.

He journeyed; and his chance was as he went

To join a traveller, of far different note,

Evander, famed for piety, for years
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Deferving honour, but for wifdom more.

Fame had not left the venerable man
A ftranger to the manners of the youth,

Whofe face too was familiar to his view.

Their way was on the margin of the land,

O'er the green fummit of the rocks, whofe bafe

Beats back the roaring furge, fcarce heard fo high.

The charity, that warmed his heart, was moved

At fight of the man monfter. With a fmile

Gentle, and affable, and full of grace,

As fearful of offending whom he wifhed

Much to perfuade, he plied his ear with truths

Not harfhly thundered forth or rudely prefTed,

But, like his purpofe, gracious, kind, and fweet.

" And doft thou dream," the impenetrable man
Exclaimed, " that me the lullabies of age,

" And fantafies of dotards fuch as thou,

" Can cheat, or move a moment's fear in me?
" Mark now the proof I give thee, that the brave

" Need no fuch aids, as fuperftition lends,

" To fteel their hearts againft the dread of death."

He fpoke, and to the precipice at hand

Pufhed with a madman's fury. Fancv fhrinks,

And the blood thrills and curdles* at the thought

Of fuch a gulph as he designed his grave.

But, though the felon on his back could dare

The dreadful leap, more rational, his need

Declined the death, and wheeling fwiftly round,
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Or e'er his hoof had prefTed the crumbling verge,

Baffled his rider, laved againft his will.

The frenzy of the brain may be redreffed

By medicine well applied, but without grace

The heart's infanity admits no cure.

Enraged the more, by what might have reformed

His horrible intent, again he fought

Deftruction, with a zeal to be deftroyed,

With founding whip, and rowels dyed in blood.

But ftill in vain. The Providence, that meant

A longer date to the far nobler beaft,

Spared yet again the ignobler for his fake.

And now, his prowefs proved, and his fincere

Incurable obduracy evinced,

His rage grew cool; and pleafed perhaps to have earned,

So cheaply the renown of that attempt,

With looks of fome complacence he refumed

His road, deriding much the blank amaze

Of good Evander, ftill where he was left

Fixt motionlefs, and petrified with dread.

So on they fared. Difcourfe on other themes

Enfuing teemed to obliterate the paft;

And tamer far for fo much fury mown,

(As is the courfe of rafh and fiery men)

The rude companion fmiled, as if transformed.

But 'twas a tranfient calm. A florm was near,.

An unfufpedted ftorm. His hour was come.

The impious challenger of Power divine
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Was now to learn that Heaven, though flow to wrath,

Is never with impunity defied.

His horfe, as he had caught his matter's mood,
Snorting, and ftarting into Hidden rage,

Unbidden, and not now to be controlled,

Ruihed to the cliff, and having reached it, flood.

At once the fhock unfeated him: he flew

Sheer o'er the craggy barrier; and immerfed

Deep in the flood, found, when he fought it not,

The death he had deferred, and died alone.

So God wrought double jufiice; made the fool

The victim of his own tremendous choice,

And taught a brute the way to fafe revenge.

I would not enter on my lift of friends

(Tho' graced with polifhed manners and fine fenfe,

Yet wanting fenfibility) the man,

Who needlefsly fets foot upon a worm.

An inadvertent ftep may crufh the mail,

That crawls at evening in the public path;

But he that has humanity, forewarned,

Will tread afide and let the reptile live.

The creeping vermin, loathfome to the fight,

And charged perhaps with venom, that intrudes,

A vifitor unwelcome, into fcenes

Sacred to neatnefs and repofe, the alcove,

The chamber, or refectory, may die:

A neceflary a6t incurs no blame.

Not fo wdien, held within their proper bounds,
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And guiltlefs of offence, they range the air,

Or take their paftime in the fpacious field:

There they are privileged; and he that hunts

Or harms them there is guilty of a wrong,

Difturbs the economy of nature's realm,

Who, when fhe formed, defigned them an abode.

The fum is this. If man's convenience, health,

Or fafety, interfere, his rights and claims

Are paramount, and muft extinguifh their's.

Elfe they are all—the meaneft things that are,

As free to live, and to enjoy that life,

As God was free to form them at the flrft,

Who in his fovereign wifdom made them all.

Ye therefore, who love mercy, teach your fons

To love it too. The fpring-time of our years

Is foon difhonoured and defiled in mofl

By budding ills, that afk a prudent hand

To check them. But alas! none fooner moots,

If unreftrained, into luxuriant growth,

Than cruelty, molt, devilifh of them all.

Mercy to him, that fhows it, is the rule

And righteous limitation of its act,

By which Heaven moves in pardoning guilty man;

And he that fhows none, being ripe in years,

And confcious of the outrage he commits,

Shall feek it, and not find it in his turn.

Diftinguifhed much by reafon, and frill more

By our capacity of grace divine,
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From creatures, that exift but for our fake,

Which, having ferved us, perifh, we are held

Accountable; and God fome future day

Will reckon with us roundly for the abufe

Of what he deems no mean or trivial trufr.

Superior as we are, they yet depend

Not more on human help than we on their's.

Their Strength, or fpeed, or vigilance, were given

In aid of our defeats. In fome are found

Such teachable and apprehensive parts,

That man's attainments in his own concerns,

Matched with the expertnefs of the brutes in their's,

Are oft-times vanquifhed and thrown far behind.

Some Shew that nice fagacity of fmell,

And read with fuch difcernment, in the port

And figure of the man, his fecret aim,

That oft we owe our fafety to a fkill

We could not teach, and muft defpair to learn.

But learn we might, if not too proud to Stoop

To quadruped instructors, many a good

And ufeful quality, and virtue too,

Rarely exemplified among ourfelves.

Attachment never to be weaned, or changed

By any change of fortune; proof alike

Againfl unkindnefs, abfence, and neglect;

Fidelity, that neither bribe nor threat

Can move or warp; and gratitude for fmall

And trivial favours, lafting as the life,

And glistening even in the dying eye,
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Man praifes man. Defert in arts or arms

Wins public honour; and ten thoufand lit

Patiently preient at a facred long,

Commemoration-mad; content to hear

(Oh wonderful effect of mufic's power!)

Median's eulogy for Handel's fake.

But lefs, methinks, than facrilege might ferve

—

For was it lefs, what heathen would have dared

To ftrip Jove's ftatue of his oaken wreath,

And hang it up in honour of a man?

Much lefs might ferve, when all that we delign

Is but to gratify an itching ear,

And give the day to a mulician's praife.

Remember Handel ? Who, that was not born

Deaf as the dead to harmony, forgets,

Or can, the more than Homer of his age?

Yes—we remember him; and while we praife

A talent fo divine, remember too

That His moft holy book, from whom it came,

Was never meant, was never ufed before,

To buckram out the memory of a man.

But hum!—the mufe perhaps is too fevere;

And with a gravity beyond the fize

And meafure of the offence, rebukes a deed

Lefs impious than abfurd, and owing more

To want of judgment than to wrong delign.

So in the chapel of old Ely Houfe,

When wandering Charles, who meant to be the third,
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Had fled from William, and the news was frcfh,

The fimple clerk, but loyal, did announce,

And eke did rear right merrily, two ftaves,

Sung to the praiie and glory of King George!

Man praifes man ; and Garrick's memory next,

When time hath fomewhat mellowed it, and made

The idol of our worfhip while he lived

The God of our idolatry once more,

Shall have its altar; and the world fhall so

In pilgrimage to bow before his fhrine.

The theatre too fmall mail fuffbcate

Its fqueezed contents, and more than it admits

Shall figh at their exclufion, and return

Ungratified. For there fome noble lord

Shall fluff his moulders with king Richard's bunch,

Or wrap himfelf in Hamlet's inky cloak,

And ftrut, and ftorm, and ftraddle, ftamp and ftare,

To mow the world how Garrick did not act,

For Garrick was a worfhipper himfelf;

He drew the liturgy, and framed the rites

And folemn ceremonial of the day,

And called the world to worfhip on the banks

Of Avon, famed in fong. Ah, pleafant proof

That piety has ftill in human hearts

Some place, a fpark or two not yet extinct.

The mulberry-tree was hung with blooming wreaths;

The mulberry-tree flood centre of the dance;

The mulberry-tree was hymned with dulcet airs;

3 T
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And from his touchwood trunk the mulberrv-tree

Supplied ilich relics as devotion holds

Still facred, and preierves with pious care.

So 'twas an hallowed time: decorum reigned,

And mirth without offence. No few returned,

Doubtlefs, much edified, and all refrefhed.

—Man praifes man. The rabble all alive

From tippling benches, cellars, ftalls, and flyes,

Swarm in the ftreets. The ftatefman of the day,

A pompous and flow-moving pageant, comes.

Some fhout him, and fome hang upon his car,

To gaze in's eyes, and blefs him. Maidens wave

Their "kerchiefs, and old women weep for joy

:

While others, not fo fatisfied, unhorfe

The gilded equipage, and turning loofe

His fteeds, ufurp a place they well deferve.

Why? what has charmed them? Hath he faved the ftate?

No. Doth he purpofe its falvation? No.

Enchanting novelty, that moon at full,

That finds out every crevice of the head,

That is not found and perfect, hath in their's

Wrought this difturbance. But the wane is near.

And his own cattle muft fuffice him foon.

Thus icily do we wafte the breath of praife,

And dedicate a tribute in its ufe

And juft direction facred, to a thing

Doomed to the duft, or lodged already there,

Encomium in old time was poets' work;
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But poets, having lavifhly long fince

Exhaufted all materials of the art,

The talk now falls into the public hand;

And I, contented with an humbler theme,

Have poured my ftream of panegyric down
The vale of nature, where it creeps, and winds

Among her lovely works with a fecure

And unambitious courfe, reflecting clear,

If not the virtues, yet the worth, of brutes.

And I am recompenfed, and deem the toils

Of poetry not loft, if verfe of mine

May ftand between an animal and woe,

And teach one tyrant pity for his drudge.

The groans of nature in this nether world,

Which Heaven has heard for ages, have an end.

Foretold by prophets, and by poets fung,

AVhofe fire was kindled at the prophets' lamp,

The time of reft, the promifed fabbath, comes.

Six thoufand years of forrow have well-nigh

Fulfilled their tardy and difaftrous courfe

Over a finful world ; and what remains

Of this tempeftuous ftate of human things

Is merely as the wrorking of a fea

Before a calm, that rocks itfelf to reft

:

For He, whofe car the winds are, and the clouds

The duft, that waits upon his fultry march,

When fin hath moved him, and his wrath is hot,

Shall vifit earth in mercy; fhall defcend
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Propitious in his chariot paved with love;

And what his floras have blafted and defaced

For man's revolt fhall with a fmile repair.

Sweet is the harp of prophecy; too fweet

Not to be wronged by a mere mortal touch;

Nor can the wonders it records be fung

To meaner mufic, and not fuffer lofs.

But when a poet, or when one like me,

Happy to rove among poetic flowers,

Though poor in fkill to rear them, lights at laft

On fome fair theme, fome theme divinely fair,

Such is the impulfe and the fpur he feels

To give it praife proportioned to its worth,

That not to attempt it, arduous as he deems

The labour, were a talk more arduous ftill.

Oh fcenes furpaffing fable, and yet true,

Scenes of accompliihed blifs; which who can fee,

Though but in diftant profpecl:, and not feel

His foul refrefhed with foretafte of the joy ?

Rivers of gladnefs water all the earth,

And clothe all climes with beauty; the reproach

Of barrennefs is paft. The fruitful field

Laughs with abundance; and the land, once lean,

Or fertile only in its own difgrace,

Exults to fee its thiftly curfe repealed.

The various feafons woven into one,

And that one feafon an eternal fpring,

The garden fears no blight, and needs no fence,
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For there is none to covet, all are full.

The lion, and the libbard, and the bear

Graze with the fearlefs flocks; all bafk at noon

Together, or all gambol in the fhade

Of the fame grove, and drink one common firearm

Antipathies are none. No foe to man

Lurks in the terpen t now: the mother fees,

And fmiles to fee, her infant's playful hand

Stretched forth to dally with the crefted worm,

To itroke his azure neck, or to receive

The lambent homage of his arrowy tongue.

All creatures worfhip man, and all mankind

One Lord, one Father. Error has no place:

That creeping peftilence is driven away;

The breath of heaven has chafed it. In the heart

No paflion touches a difcordant firing,

But all is harmony and love. Difeafe

Is not; the pure and uncontaminate blood

Holds its due courfe, nor fears the froft of age.

One fong employs all nations; and all cry,

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was flain for us!"

The dwellers in the vales and on the rocks

Shout to each other, and the mountain tops

From diftant mountains catch the flying joy;

Till nation after nation taught the ftrain,

Earth rolls the rapturous Hofanna round.

Behold the meafure of the promife filled;

See Salem built, the labour of a God

!
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Bright as a fun the facred city fhines;

All kingdoms and all princes of the earth

Flock to that light; the glory of all lands

Flows into her; unbounded is her joy,

And endlefs her increafe. Thy rams are there,

* Nebaioth, and the flocks of Kedar there

;

The looms of Ormus, and the mines of Ind,

And Saba's fpicy groves pay tribute there.

Praife is in all her gates: upon her walls,

And in her ftreets, and in her fpacious courts,

Is heard falvation. Eaftern Java there

Kneels with the native of the fartheft weft;

And ^Ethiopia fpreads abroad the hand,

And worfhips. Her report has travelled forth

Into all lands. From every clime they come

To fee thy beauty and to fhare thy joy,

O Sion! an afTembly fuch as earth

Saw never, fuch as Heaven ftoops down to fee.

Thus heaven-ward all things tend. For all were once

Perfect, and all muft be at length reftored.

So God has greatly purpofed; who would elfe

In his difhonoured works himfelf endure

Dimonour, and be wronged without redrefs.

Hafte then, and wheel away a mattered world,

Ye flow-revolving feafons! we would fee

* Nebaioth and Kedar, the fons of Ifhmael, and progenitors of the Arabs, in the prophetic

fcripture here alluded to, may be reafonably confidered as reprefentatives of the Gentiles at

large.
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(A fight to which our eyes are ftrangers yet)

A world, that does not dread and hate his laws,

And fuffer for its crime; would learn how fair

The creature is that God pronounces good,

How pleafant in itfelf what pleafes him.

Here every drop of honey hides a fting;

Worms wind themfelves into our fweeteft flowers;

And ev'n the joy, that haply fome poor heart

Derives from heaven, pure as the fountain is,

Is fullied in the ftream, taking a taint

From touch of human lips, at beft, impure.

Oh for a world in principle as chafte

As this is grofs and felfifh! over which

Cuftom and prejudice fhall bear no fway,

That govern all things here, mouldering afide

The meek and modeft truth, and forcing her

To feek a refuge from the tongue of ftrife

In nooks obfeure, far from the ways of men:

Where violence Inall never lift the fword,

Nor cunning juftify the proud man's wrong,

Leaving the poor no remedy but tears:

Where he, that fills an office, fhall efteem

The occafion it prefents of doing good

More than the perquifite: where law fhall fpeak

Seldom, and never but as wifdom prompts

And equity; not jealous more to guard

A worthlefs form, than to decide aright:

Where fafhion fhall not fanctify abufe,
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Nor fmooth good-breeding (fupplemental grace)

With lean performance ape the work of love I

Come then, and added to thy many crowns,

Receive yet one, the crown of ah the earth.

Thou who alone art worthy! It was thine

Bv ancient covenant, ere nature's birth;

And thou haft made it thine by purchafe iince,

And overpaid its value with thy blood.

Thy faints proclaim thee king; and in their hearts

Thy title is engraven with a pen

Dipt in the fountain of eternal love.

Thy faints proclaim thee king; and thy delay

Gives courage to their foes, who, could they fee

The dawn of thy laft advent, long defired,

Would creep into the bowels of the hills,

And flee for fafety to the falling rocks.

The very fpirit of the world is tired

Of its own taunting queftion, afked fo long,

" Where is the promife of your Lord's approach?"

The infidel has fhot his bolts away,

Till his exhaufted quiver yielding none,

He gleans the blunted fhafts, that have recoiled,

And aims them at the fhield of truth again.

The veil is rent, rent too by prieftly hands.

That hides divinity from mortal eyes;

And all the myfteries to faith propofed,

Infulted and traduced, are call: afide,

As ufelefs, to the moles and to the bats.
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They now are deemed the faithful, and are praifed,

Who conftant only in rejecting thee,

Deny thy Godhead with a martyr's zeal,

And quit their office for their error's fake.

Blind, and in love with darknefs! yet even thefe

Worthy, compared with fycophants, who knee

Thy name adoring, and then preach thee man

!

So fares thy church. But how thy church may fare

The world takes little thought. Who will may preach,

And what they will. All pallors are alike

To wandering fheep, refolved to follow none.

Two gods divide them all—Pleafure and Gain:

For thefe they live, they facriflce to thefe,

And in their fervice wage perpetual war

With confcience and with thee. Luft in their hearts,

And mifchief in their hands, they roam the earth

To prey upon each other; ftubborn, fierce,

High-minded, foaming out their own difgrace.

Thy prophets fpeak of fuch; and, noting down

The features of the laft degenerate times,

Exhibit every lineament of thefe.

Come then, and added to thy many crowns,

Receive yet one, as radiant as the reft,

Due to thy laft and moft effectual work,

Thy word fulfilled, the conqueft of a world!

He is the happy man, whofe life ev'n now

Shows fomewhat of that happier life to come;

Who, doomed to an obfcure but tranquil ftate,

3 u
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Is pleafed with it, and were he free to choofe,

Would make his fate his choice; whom peace, the fruit

Of virtue, and whom virtue, fruit of faith,

Prepare for happinefs ; befpeak him one

Content indeed to fojourn while he muft

Below the fkies, but having there his home.

The world o'erlooks him in her bufy fearch

Of objects, more illuftrious in her view;

And, occupied as earneftly as fhe,

Though more fublimely, he o'erlooks the world.

She fcorns his pleafures, for fhe knows them not;

He feeks not her's, for he has proved them vain.

He cannot fkim the ground like fummer birds

Purfuing gilded flies; and fuch he deems

Her honours, her emoluments, her joys.

Therefore in contemplation is his blifs,

Whofe power is fuch, that whom fhe lifts from earth

She makes familiar with a heaven unfeen,

And fhows him glories yet to be revealed.

Not flothful he, though feeming unemployed,

And cenfured oft as ufelefs. Stilleft rtreams

Oft water faireft meadows, and the bird,

That flutters leaft, is longed on the wing.

Afk him, indeed, what trophies he has raifed,

Or what achievements of immortal fame

He purpofes, and he fhall anfwer—None.

His warfare is within. There unfatigued

His fervent fpirit labours. There he fights,
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And there obtains frefh triumphs o'er himfelf,

And never withering wreaths, compared with which

The laurels that a Caefar reaps are weeds.

Perhaps the felf- approving haughty world,

That as fhe fweeps him with her whittling filks

Scarce deigns to notice him, or, if (lie fee,

Deems him a cypher in the works of God,

Receives advantage from his noifelefs hours,

Of which fhe little dreams. Perhaps fhe owes

Her funfhine and her rain, her blooming fpring

And plenteous harveft, to the prayer he makes,

"When, Ifaac like, the folitarv faint

Walks forth to meditate at even-tide,

And think on her, who thinks not for herfelf.

Forgive him then, thou buftler in concerns

Of little worth, an idler in the beft,

If, author of no mifchief and fome good,

He feek his proper happinefs by means,

That may advance, but cannot hinder, thine.

Nor, though he tread the fecret path of life,

Engage no notice, and enjoy much eafe,

Account him an incumbrance on the ftate,

Receiving benefits and rendering none.

His fphere though humble, if that humble fphere

Shine with his fair example, and though fmall

His influence, if that influence all be fpent

In foothing forrow and in quenching ftrife,

In aiding helplefs indigence, in works,

3 u 2
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From which at lean: a grateful few derive

Some tafte of comfort in a world of wo,

Then let the fupercilious great confefs

He ferves his country, recompenfes well

The ftate, beneath the fhadow of whofe vine

He fits fecure, and in the fcale of life

Holds no ignoble, though a flighted, place.

The man, whofe virtues are more felt than feen,

Muft drop indeed the hope of public praife;

But he may boaft what few that win it can,

That if his country Hand not by his fkill,

At leaft his follies have not wrought her fall.

Polite refinement offers him in vain

Her golden tube, through which a fenfual world

Draws grofs impunity, and likes it well,

The neat conveyance hiding all the offence.

Not that he peeviflily rejects a mode

Becaufe that world adopts it. If it bear

The ftamp and clear impreflion of good fenfe,

And be not coftly more than of true worth,

He puts it on, and for decorum fake

Can wear it e'en as gracefully as fhe.

She judges of refinement by the eye,

He by the teft of confcience, and a heart

Not foon deceived; aware that what is bafe

No polifh can make fterling; and that vice,

Though well perfumed and elegantly dreffed,
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Like an unburied carcafe tricked with flowers,

Is but a garniihed nuifance, fitter far

For clean! v riddance than for fair attire.

So life glides fmoothly and by ftealth away,

More golden than that age of fabled gold

Renowned in ancient fong; not vexed with care

Or ftained with guilt, beneficent, approved

Of God and man, and peaceful in its end*.

So glide my life away ! and fo at laft,

My mare of duties decently fulfilled,

May fome difeafe, not tardy to perform

Its deftined office, yet with gentle ftroke,

Difmifs me weary to a fafe retreat,

Beneath the turf, that I have often trod.

It fhall not grieve me then, that once, when called

To drefs a Sofa with the flowers of verfe,

I played awhile, obedient to the fair,

With that light tafk; but foon, to pleafe her more,

Whom flowers alone I knew would little pleafe,

Let fall the unfinifhed wreath, and roved for fruit;

Roved far, and gathered much : fome harfh, 'tis true,

Picked from the thorns and briars of reproof,

But wholefome, well-digened; grateful fome

To palates, that can tafle immortal truth;

Infipid elfe, and fure to be defpifed.

But all is in his hand, whofe praife I feek.

In vain the poet iings, and the world hears,
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If he regard not, though divine the theme.

Tis not in artful meaiures, in the chime ;

And idle tinkling of a minftrel's lyre,

To charm his ear, whofe eye is on the heart;

Whofe frown can difappoint the proudeft ftrain,

Whofe approbation—profper even mine.



AN

EPISTLE

TO

JOSEPH HILL, ESQ,

Dear Joseph—five and twenty years ago—

-

Alas how time efcapes! 'tis even fo

—

With frequent intercourfe, and always fweet,

And always friendly, we were wont to cheat

A tedious hour—and now we never meet!

As fome grave gentleman in Terence fays,

(Twas therefore much the fame in ancient days)

Good lack, we know not what to-morrow brings

—

Strange fluctuation of all human things!

True. Changes will befall, and friends may part,

But difiance only cannot change the heart:

And, were I called to prove the aflertion true,

One proof fhould ferve—a reference to you.

Whence comes it then, that in the wane of life,

Though nothing have occurred to kindle ftrife,

We find the friends we fancied we had won,

Though numerous once, reduced to few or none?
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Can gold grow worthlefs that has flood the touch ?

No; gold they feemed, but they were never fuch.

Horatio's Tenant once, with bow and cringe,

Swinging the parlour door upon its hinge,

Dreading a negative, and overawed

Left he fhould trefpafs, begged to go abroad.

Go, fellow!—whither?—turning fhort about

—

Nay. Stay at home—you are always going out.

'Tis but a ftep, fir, juft at the ftreet's end.

—

For what?—An pleafe you, fir, to fee a friend.

—

A friend! Horatio cried, and feemed to ftart

—

Yea marry fhalt thou, and with all my heart.

—

And fetch my cloak; for though the night be raw

I'll fee him too—the nrft I ever faw.

I knew the man, and knew his nature mild,

And was his plaything often when a child;

But fomewhat at that moment pinched him clofe,

Elfe he was feldom bitter or morofe.

Perhaps his confidence juft then betrayed,

His grief might prompt him with the fpeech he made

;

Perhaps 'twas mere good humour gave it birth,

The harmlefs play of pleafantry and mirth.

Howe'er it was, his language, in my mind,

Befpoke at leaft a man that knew mankind.

But not to moralize too much, and ftrain

To prove an evil of which all complain,

(I hate long arguments verbofely fpun)

One ftory more, dear Hill, and I have done.
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Once on a time an emperor, a wife man,

No matter where in China or japan,

Decreed that whofoever mould offend

Againft the well-known duties of a friend,

Convicted once mould ever after wear

But half a coat, and fhow his bofom bare.

The punifhment importing this, no doubt,

That all was naught within, and all found out.

Oh happy Britain! we have not to tear

Such hard and arbitrary meafure here;

Elle, could a law, like that which I relate,

Once have the fanclion of our triple flate,

Some few, that I have known in days of old,

Would run rnoft dreadful rifk of catching cold;

While you, my friend, whatever wind mould blow,

Might traverfe England fafely to and fro,

An honeft man, clofe buttoned to the chin,

Broad- cloth without, and a warm heart within.

3 x
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TIROCINIUM.

It is not from his form, in which we trace

Strength joined with beauty, dignity with grace*

That man, the mafter of this globe, derives

His right of empire over all that lives.

That form indeed, the aflbciate of a mind

Vaft in its powers, ethereal in its kind,

That form, the labour of almighty fkill,

Framed for the fervice of a free-born will,

Afferts precedence, and befpeaks control,

But borrows all its grandeur from the foul.

Hers is the ftate, the fplendour, and the throne,

An intellectual kingdom all her own.

For her the memory fills her ample page

With truths poured down from every diftant age;

For her amaffes an unbounded ftore,

The wifdom of great nations now no more

;

Though laden, not incumbered with her fpoil;

Laborious, yet unconfcious of her toil

;

When copioufly iupplied, then moft enlarged;

Still to be fed, and not to be furcharged.

For her the fancy, roving unconfined,

The prefent mule of every penfive mind,

Works magic wonders, adds a brighter hue

To nature's fcenes than nature ever knew.
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At her command winds rife and waters roar,

Again fhe lays them (lumbering on the more

;

With flower and fruit the wildernefs fupplies,

Or bids the rocks in ruder pomp arife.

For her the judgment, umpire in the ftrife

That grace and nature have to wage through life,

Quick- figh ted arbiter of good and ill,

Appointed fage preceptor to the will,

Condemns, approves, and with a faithful voice

Guides the decifion of a doubtful choice.

Why did the fiat of a God give birth

To yon fair fun and his attendant earth?

And, when defcending he refigns the fkies,

Why takes the gentler moon her turn to rife,

Whom ocean feels through all his countlefs waves,

And owns her power on every iliore he laves ?

Why do the feafons flill enrich the year,

Fruitful and young as in their firfl career ?

Spring hangs her infant blofToms on the trees.

Rocked in the cradle of the weftern breeze ;

Summer in hafte the thriving charge receives

Beneath the made of her expanded leaves,

Till autumn s fiercer heats and plenteous dews

Dye them at laft in all their glowing hues.

—

'Twere wild profufion all, and bootlefs wafte,

Power mifemployed, munificence mifplaced,

Had not its author dignified the plan,

And crowned it with the majefty of man.
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Thus formed, thus placed, intelligent, and taught,

Look where he will, the wonders God has wrought,

The \vildert fcorner of his Maker's laws

Finds in a fober moment time to paufe,

To prefs the important queftion on his heart,

" Why formed at all, and wherefore as thou art?"

If man be what he feems, this hour a Have,

The next mere duft and afhes in the grave,

Endued with reafon only to defcry

His crimes and follies with an aching eye

;

With paffions, juft that he may prove, with pain,

The force he fpends againft their fury vain

;

And if, foon after having burnt by turns,

With every luft with which frail nature burns,

His being end where death difTolves the bond,

The tomb take all, and all be blank beyond

;

Then he, of all that nature has brought forth,

Stands felf-impeached the creature of Jeaft worth,

And ufelefs while he lives, and when he dies,

Brings into doubt the wifdom of the fkies.

Truths, that the learned purfue with eager thought,

Are not important always as dear-bought,

Proving at laft, though told in pompous ftrains,

A childifh wafte of philofophic pains;

But truths, on which depends our main concern,

That 'tis our fhame and mifery not to learn,

Shine by the fide of every path we tread

With fuch a luftre, he that runs may read.
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'"Tis true that, if to trifle life away-

Down to the fun-fet of their lateft day,

Then perifh on futurity's wide fhore

Like fleeting exhalations, found no more,

Were all that Heaven required of human kind,

And all the plan their deftiny defigned,

What none could reverence all might juftly blame,

And man would breathe but for his Maker's fhame.

But reafon heard, and nature well perufed,

At once the dreaming mind is difabufed.

If all we find pofTefling earth, fea, air,

Reflect his attributes, who placed them there,

Fulfil the purpofe, and appear defigned

Proofs of the wifdom of the all-feeing mind,

'Tis plain the creature whom he chofe to inveft

With kingfhip and dominion o'er the reft,

Received his nobler nature, and was made

Fit for the power in which he fiands arrayed,

That firft or laft, hereafter if not here,

He too might make his author's wifdom clear,

Praile him on earth, or obflinately dumb

Suffer his juftice in a world to come.

This once believed, 'twere logic mifapplied

To prove a coniequence by none denied,

That we are bound to can: the minds of youth

Betimes into the mould of heavenly truth,

That taught of God they may indeed be wife,

Nor ignorantly wandering mifs the fkies.
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In early days the confcience has in moft

A quicknefs, which in later life is loft:

Preferved from guilt by falutary fears,

Or guilty foon relenting into tears.

Too carelefs often, as our years proceed,

What friends we fought with, or what books we read,

Our parents yet exert a prudent care

To feed our infant minds with proper fare

;

And wifely ftore the nurfery by degrees

With wholefome learning, yet acquired with eafe.

Neatly fecured from being foiled or torn

Beneath a pane of thin tranflucent horn,

A book (to pleafe us at a tender age

'Tis called a book, though but a'fingle page)

Prefents the prayer the Saviour deigned to teach,

Which children ufe, and parfons—when they preach.

Lifping our fyllables, we fcramble next

Through moral narrative, or facred text;

And learn with wonder how this world began,

Who made, who marred, and who has ranfomed, man.

Points, which unlefs the fcripture made them plain,

The wifeft heads might agitate in vain.

thou, whom, borne on fancy's eager wing-

Back to the feafon of life's happy fpring,

1 pleafed remember, and while memory yet

Holds faft her office here, can ne'er forget;

Ingenious dreamer, in whofe well-told tale

Sweet fiction and fweet truth alike prevail;

3 Y
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Whofe humorous vein, ftrong fenfe, and fimple ftyle.

May teach the gaycft, make the graveft fmile;

Witty, and well- employed, and like thy Lord,

Speaking in parables his flighted word;

I name thee not, left fo defpifed a name

Should move a fneer at thy deferved fame;

Yet e'en in tranfitory life's late day,

That mingles all my brown with fober gray,

Revere the man, whofe pilgrim marks the road,

And guides the Progress of the foul to God.

'Twere well with moft, if books, that could engage

Their childhood, pleafed them at a riper age

;

The man approving what had charmed the boy,

Would die at laft in comfort, peace, and joy;

And not with curfes on his heart, who ftole

The gem of truth from his unguarded foul.

The ftamp of artlefs piety imprefTed

By kind tuition on his yielding breaft,

The youth now bearded, and yet pert and raw,

Regards with fcorn, though once received with awe;

And, warped into the labyrinth of lies,

That babblers, called philofophers, devife,

Blafphemes his creed, as founded on a plan

Replete with dreams, unworthy of a man.

Touch but his nature in its ailing part,

AfTert the native evil of his heart,

His pride refents the charge, although the proof*

Rife in his forehead, and feem rank enough:

* See 2 Chron. ch. xxvi. ver. 19.
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Point to the cure, defcribe a Saviour's crofs

As God's expedient to retrieve his lofs,

The young apoftate fickens at the view,

And hates it with the malice of a Jew.

How weak the barrier of mere nature proves,

Oppofed againft the pleafures nature loves!

While felf- betrayed, and wilfully undone,

She longs to yield, no fooner wooed than won.

Try now the merits of this bleit exchange

Of modeft truth for wit's eccentric range.

'Time was, he clofed as he began the day

With decent duty, not afhamed to pray:

The practice was a bond upon his heart,

A pledge he gave for a coniiftent part;

Nor could he dare prefumptuoufly difpleafe

A power, confeffed fo lately on his knees.

But now farewell all legendary tales,

The fhadows fly, philofophy prevails;

Prayer to the winds, and caution to the waves;

Religion makes the free by nature flaves.

Priefts have invented, and the world admired

What knavifh priefts promulgate as infpired;

Till reafon, now no longer overawed,

Refumes her powers, and fpurns the clumfy- fraud;

And, common fenfe diffufing real day,

The meteor of the gofpel dies away.

Such rhapfodies our fhrevvd difcerning youth

Learn from expert inquirers after truth

;

3 Y 2
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Whofe only care, might truth prefume to fpeak,

Is not to find what they profefs to leek.

And thus, well-tutored only while we fhare

A mother's lectures and a nurfe's care;

And taught at fchools much mythologic fluff*,

But found religion fparingly enough;

Our early notices of truth difgraced,

Soon lofe their credit, and are all effaced.

Would you your fon fhould be a fot or dunce,

Lafcivious, headftrong, or all thefe at once

;

That in good time the ftripling's finifhed tafte

For loofe expence, and fafhionable wafte,

Should prove your ruin, and his own at laft; j

Train him in public with a mob of boys,

Childifh in mifchief only and in noife,

Elfe of a mannifh growth, and five in ten

In infidelity and lewdnefs men.

There fhall he learn, ere fixteen winters old,

That authors are moft ufeful pawned or fold;

That pedantry is all that fchools impart,

But taverns teach the knowledge of the heart;

There waiter Dick with Bacchanalian lays,

Shall win his heart, and have his drunken praife,

His counfellor and bofom friend fhall prove,

And fome flreet-pacing harlot his firff love.

* The author begs leave to explain.— Senftble that, without fuch knowleJge, neither the

ancient poets nor hiftorians can be rafted, or indeed underftood, he does not mean to cenfurc

the pains that are taken to inftrudl a fchool-boy in the religion of the heahen, but merely

that neglect of Chriftian culture which leaves him Jhamefully ignorant of his own.
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Schools, unlefs difcipline were doubly ftrong,

Detain their adolefcent charge too long;

The management of tiros of eighteen

Is difficult, their punifhment obfcene.

The ftout tall captain, vvhofe fuperior fize

The minor heroes view with envious eyes,

Becomes their pattern, upon whom they fix

Their whole attention, and ape all his tricks.

His pride, that fcorns to obey or to fubmit,

With them is courage; his effrontery wit.

His wild excurfions, window-breaking feats,

Robbery of gardens, quarrels in the flreets,

His hair-breadth 'fcapes, and all his daring fchemes,

Tranfport them, and are made their favourite themes.

In little bofoms fuch achievements ftrike

A kindred fpark; they burn to do the like.

Thus, half-accomplifhed ere he yet begin

To fhow the peeping down upon his chin;

And, as maturity of years comes on,

Made juft the adept that you defigned your fon

;

To enfure the perfeverance of his courfe,

And give your monftrous project all its force,

Send him to college. If he there be tamed,

Or in one article of vice reclaimed,

Where no regard of ordinances is fhown

Or looked for now, the fault muft be his own,

Some fneaking virtue lurks in him, no doubt,

Where neither ftrumpets' charms, nor drinking-bout, \>

Nor gambling practices, can find it out.
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Such youths of fpirit, and that fpirit too,

Ye nurferies of our boys, we owe to you

:

Though from ourfelves the mifchief more proceeds,

For public fchools 'tis public folly feeds.

The Haves of cuftom and eftablifhed mode,

With pack-horfe conftancy we keep the road,

Crooked or ftraight, through quags or thorny dells.

True to the jingling of our leader's bells.

To follow foolifh precedents, and wink

With both our eyes, is eafier than to think:

And fuch an age as our's baulks no expenfe,

Except of caution and of common-fenfe;

Elfe fure notorious fact: and proof fo plain

Would turn our fteps into a wifer train.

I blame not thofe, who with what care they can

O'erwatch the numerous and unruly clan;

Or, if I blame, 'tis only that they dare

Promife a work of which they muft defpair.

Have ye, ye fage intendants of the whole,

An ubiquarian prefence and controul,

Elifha's eye, that when Gehazi ftrayed,

Went with him, and faw all the game he played?

Yes—ye are confcious; and on all the fhelves

Your pupils ftrike upon, have ftruck yourfelves.

Or if by nature fober, ye had then,

Boys as ye were, the gravity of men

;

Ye knew at lealt, by conftant proofs addrefTed

To ears and eyes, the vices of the reft.
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But ye connive at what ye cannnot cure,

And evils, not to be endured, endure,

Left power exerted, but without fuccefs,

Should make the little ye retain ftill lefs.

Ye once were juftlv famed for bringing forth

Undoubted fcholarfhip and genuine worth;

And in the firmament of fame ftill mines

A glory, bright as that of all the figns,

Of poets raifed by you, and ftatefmen, and divines.

Peace to them all I thofe brilliant times are fled,

And no fuch lights are kindling in their ftead.

Our ftriplings fhine indeed, but with fuch rays,

As fet the midnight riot in a blaze;

And feem, if judged by their expreffive looks,

Deeper in none than in their furgeons' books.

Say mufe, (for education made the fong,

No mufe can hefitate or linger long)

What caufes move us, knowing as we muft,

That thefe menageries all fail their truft,

To fend our fons to fcout and fcamper there,

While colts and puppies coft us fo much care?

Be it a weaknefs, it deferves fome praife,

We love the play-place of our early days

;

The fcene is touching, and the heart is ftone,

That feels not at that fight, and feels at none.

The wall on which we tried our graving fkilj,

The very name we carved, fubfifting ftill;
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The bench on which we fat while deep employed,

Tho
1

mangled, hacked, and hewed, not yet deftroyed

The little ones, unbuttoned, glowing hot,

Playing our games, and on the very lpot

;

As happy as we once, to kneel and draw

The chalky ring, and knuckle down at taw;

To pitch the ball into the grounded hat,

Or drive it devious with a dexterous pat;

The pleafing fpectacle at once excites

Such recollection of our own delights,

That viewing it, we feem almolt to obtain

Our innocent fweet fimple years again.

This fond attachment to the well-known place,

Whence firft we ftarted into life's long race,

Maintains its hold with fuch unfailing fway,

We feel it ev'n in age, and at our latefl day.

Hark! how the fire of chits, whofe future fhare

Of claflic food begins to be his care,

With his own likenefs placed on either knee,

Indulges all a father's heart-felt glee;

And tells them, as he ftrokes their filver locks,

That they mud: foon learn Latin, and to box;

Then turning he regales his liftening wife

With all the adventures of his early life;

His fkill in coachmanfhip, or in driving chaife,

In bilking tavern bills, and fpouting plays;

What fhifts he ufed, detected in a fcrape,

How he was flogged, or had the luck to efcape;
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What fums he loft at play, and how he fold

Watch, feals, and all—till all his pranks are told.
Retracing thus hisfrolics, ('tis a name
That palliates deeds of folly and of fliame)
He gives the local bias all its fway;

Refolves that where he played his fons mall play,
And deftines their bright genius to be mown
Juft in the fcene, where he difplayed his own.
The meek and bamful boy will foon be taught,
To be as bold and forward as he ought;
The rude will fcuffle through with eafe enough,
Great fchools fait beft the fturdy and the rough.
Ah happy defignation, prudent choice,

The event is fure; expe& it; and rejoice!

Soon fee your wim fulfilled in either child,

The pert made perter, and the tame made wild.

The great indeed, by titles, riches, birth,

Excufed the incumbrance of more folid worth,
Are beft difpofed of where with moft fuccefs

They may acquire that confident addrefs,

Thofe habits of profufe and lewd expenfe,

That fcorn of all delights but thofe of fenfe,

Which, though in plain plebeians we condemn,
With fo much reafon all expe& from them.
But families of lefs illuftrious fame,

Whofe chief diftindtion is their fpotlefs name,
Whofe heirs, their honours none, their income fmall,

Muft fhine by true defert, or not at all.

i z
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What dream they of, that with fo little care

They rifk their hopes, their deareft treafure there?

They dream of little Charles or William graced

With wig prolix, down flowing to his waift;

They fee the attentive crowds his talents draw,

They hear him fpeak—the oracle of law.

The father, who defigns his babe a prieft,

Dreams him epifcopally fuch at leaft

;

And while the playful jockey fcours the room

Brifkly, aftride upon the parlour broom,

In fancy fees him more fuperbly ride

In coach with purple lined and mitres on its fide.

Events improbable and flrange as thefe,

Which only a parental eye forefees,
j>

A public fchool fhall bring to pafs with eafe. j

But how? refides fuch virtue in that air,

As muft create an appetite for prayer?

And will it breathe into him all the zeal,

That candidates for fuch a prize fhould feel,

To take the lead and be the foremoft ftill

n all true worth and literary fkill?

' Ah blind to bright futurity, untaught

4 The knowledge of the world, and dull of thought I

' Church-ladders are not always mounted bell

By learned clerks and Latinifts profeffed.

The exalted prize demands an upward look,

Not to be found by poring on a book.
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" Small fkill in Latin, and ftill lefs in Greek,

" Is more than adequate to all I leek.

" Let erudition grace him or not grace,

" I give the bauble but the fecond place;

" His wealth, fame, honours, all that I intend,

" Subfift and centre in one point—a friend.

" A friend, whate'er he ftudies or neglects,

" Shall give him coniequence, heal all defects.

" His intercourfe with peers and fons of peers

—

" There dawns the fplendour of his future years;

" In that bright quarter his propitious fkies

" Shall blufh betimes, and there his glory rife.

" Your LordJ/iip, and Your Grace! what fchool can teach

" A rhetoric equal to thofe parts of fpeech?

" What need of Homer's verfe, or Tully's profe,

" Sweet interjections! if he learn but thofe?

" Let reverend churls his ignorance rebuke,
"J

11 Who ftarve upon a dog's-eared Pentateuch, l

*' The parfon knows enough, who knows a duke." J

Egregious purpofe ! worthily begun

In barbarous prostitution of your fon;

PrefTed on his part by means, that would difgrace

A fcrivener s clerk or footman out of place*

And ending, if at laft its end be gained,

In facrilege, in God's own houfe profaned.

It may fucceed; and, if his fins fhould call

For more than common punifhment, it fhall;

3 z 2
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The wretch fhall rife, and be the thing on earth

Leaft qualified in honour, learning, worth,

To occupy a facred, awful poft,

In which the beft and worthier! tremble moil.

The royal letters are a thing of courfe,

A king, that would, might recommend his horfe;

And deans, no doubt, and chapters, with one voice,

As bound in doty, would confirm the choice.

Behold your bifhop ! well he plays his part,

Chriftian in name, and infidel in heart,

Ghoftly in office, earthly in his plan,

A flave at court, elfewhere a lady's man.

Dumb as a fenator, and as a priefl

A piece of mere church-furniture at beft;

To live eftranged from God his total fcope,

And his end lure without one glimpfe of hope.

But fair although and feafible it feem,

Depend not much upon your golden dream;

For providence, that feems concerned to exempt

The hallowed bench from abfolute contempt,

In fpite of all the wrigglers into place,

Still keeps a feat or two for worth and grace

;

And therefore 'tis, that though the fight be rare,

We fometimes fee a Lowth or Bagot there.

Belldes, fchool-friendmips are not always found,

Though fair in promife, permanent and found;

The moft diflnterefted and virtuous minds,

In early years connected, time unbinds;
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New fituations give a different caft

Of habit, inclination, temper, tafte;

And he, that feemed our counterpart at firft,

Soon fhows the nrong fimilitude reverfed.

Young heads are giddy, and young hearts are warm,

And make miftakes for manhood to reform.

Boys are at belt, but pretty buds unblown,

Whofe fcent and hues are rather gueffed than known;

Each dreams that each is juft what he appears,

But learns his error in maturer years,

When difpofition, like a fail unfurled,

Shows all its rents and patches to the world.

If, therefore, ev'n when honeft. in defign,

A boyifh friendfhip may fo foon decline,

'Twere wifer fure to infpire a little heart

With juft abhorrence of fo mean a part,

Than fet your fon to work at a vile trade

For wages fo unlikely to be paid.

Our public hives of puerile refort,

That are of chief and moft approved report,

To fuch bafe hopes in many a fordid foul,

Owe their repute in part, but not the whole.

, A principle, whofe proud pretentions pafs

Unqueftioned, though the jewel be but glafs—

-

That with a world, not often over-nice,

Ranks as a virtue, and is yet a vice;

Or rather a grofs compound, juftly tried,

Of envy, hatred, jealoufy, and pride

—
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Contributes mod perhaps to enhance their fame;

And emulation is its fpecious name.

Boys, once on fire with that contentious zeal,

Feel all the rage that female rivals feel;

The prize of beauty in a woman's eyes

Not brighter than in their's the fcholar's prize.

The fpirit of that competition burns

With all varieties of ill by turns;

Each vainly magnifies his own fuccefs,

Refents his fellow's, wifhes it were lefs,

Exults in his mifcarriage if he fail,

Deems his reward too great if he prevail,

And labours to furpafs him day and night,

Lefs for improvement than to tickle fpite.

The fpur is powerful, and 1 grant its force;

It pricks the genius forward in its courfe,

Allows fhort time for play, and none for floth;

And, felt alike by each, advances both:

But judge, where fo much evil intervenes,

The end, though plaufible, not worth the means.

Weigh, for a moment, claffical defert

Againft an heart depraved and temper hurt;

Hurt too perhaps for life; for early wrong

Done to the nobler part, affects it long;

And you are ftaunch indeed in learning's caufe,

If you can crown a difcipline, that draws

Such mifchiefs after it, with much applaufe.
j

l
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Connexion formed for intereft, and endeared

By felfifh views, thus cenfured and cafhiered;

And emulation, as engendering hate,

Doomed to a no lefs ignominious fate;

The props of fuch proud feminaries fall,

The Jachin and the Boaz of them all.

Great fchools rejected then, as thofe that fwell

Beyond a fize that can be managed well,

Shall royal institutions mifs the bays,

And fmall academies win all the praife?

Force not my drift beyond its juft intent,

1 praife a fchool as Pope a government

;

So take my judgment in his language drefTed,

*' Whate'er is beft administered is ben.."

Few boys are born with talents that excel,

But all are capable of living well

;

Then afk not, Whether limited or large;

But, Watch they ftriclly, or negledt their charge ?

If anxious only that their boys may learn,

While morals languifh, a defpifed concern,

The great and fmall deferve one common blame,

Different in fize, but in effect the fame.

Much zeal in virtue's caufe all teachers boaft,

Though motives of mere lucre fway the moft;

Therefore in towns and cities they abound,

For there the game they feek is eafieft found;

Though there, in fpite of all that care can do,

Traps to catch youth are moft abundant too.
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If fhrewd, and of a well-conftructed brain,

Keen in purfuit, and vigorous to retain,

Your fon come forth a prodigy of fkill;

As, wherefoever taught, fo formed, he will;

The pedagogue, with felf-complacent air,

Claims more than half the praife as his due {hare.

But if, with all his genius, he betray,

Not more intelligent than loofe and gay.

Such vicious habits, as difgrace his name,

Threaten his health, his fortune, and his fame;

Though want of due reftraint alone have bred

The fymptoms, that you fee with fo much dread;

Unenvied there, he may fuftain alone

The whole reproach, the fault was all his own.

Oh 'tis a fight to be with joy perufed,

By all whom fentiment has not abufed;

New-fangled fentiment, the boafted grace

Of thofe, who never feel in the right place;

A fight furpafTed by none that we can fhow,

Though Yeftris on one leg frill fhine below,

A father bleft with an ingenuous fon,

Father, and friend, and tutor, all in one.

How!—turn again to tales long iince forgot,

iEfop, and Phaedrus, and the reft?—Why not?

He will not blufh that has a father's heart,

To take in childifh plays a childifh part;

But bends his lturdy back to any toy,

That youth takes pleafure in, to pleafe his boy:
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Then why refign into a Granger's hand

A tafk as much within your own command,

That God and nature, and your intereft too,

Seem with one voice to delegate to you?

Why hire a lodging in a houfe unknown

For one, whofe tenderer!: thoughts all hover round your own?

This fecond weaning, needlefs as it is,

How does it lacerate both your heart and his

!

The indented flick, that lofes day by day

Notch after notch, till all are fmoothed away,

Bears witnefs, long ere his difmiflion come,

With what intenfe defire he wants his home.

But though the joys he hopes beneath your roof

Bid fair enough to anfwer in the proof,

Harmlefs, and fafe, and natural, as they are,

A difappointment waits him even there:

Arrived, he feels an unexpected change,

He blufhes, hangs his head, is fhy and ftrange,

No longer takes, as once, with fearlefs eafe,

His favourite itand between his father's knees,

But feeks the corner of fome diftant feat,

And eyes the door, and watches a retreat,

And, leaft familiar where he mould be moft,

Feels all his happieft privileges loft.

Alas, poor boy!—The natural effect

Of love by abfence chilled into refpect,

Say, what accomplifhments, at fchool acquired,

Brings he, to fweeten fruits fo undefired?

4 a
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Thou well deferveft an alienated fon,

Unlefs thy confcious heart acknowledge—none;

None that, in thy domeftic fnug recefs,

He had not made his own with more addrefs,

Though fome perhaps that fhock thy feeling mind,

And better never learned, or left behind.

Add too, that, thus eftranged, thou canft obtain

By no kind arts his confidence again;

That here begins with moft that long complaint

Of filial franknefs loft, and love grown faint,

Which, oft neglected, in life's waning years

A parent pours into regardlefs ears.

Like caterpillars, dangling under trees

By flender threads, and fwinging in the breeze,

Which filthily bewray and fore difgrace

The boughs, in which are bred the unfeemly racej

While every worm induftrioufly weaves

And winds his web about the rivelled leaves;

So numerous are the follies, that annoy

The mind and heart of every fprightly boy;

Imaginations noxious and perverfe,

Which admonition can alone difperfe.

The encroaching nuifance afks a faithful hand,.

Patient, affectionate, of high command,

To check the procreation of a breed

Sure to exhauft the plant, on which they feedL

'Tis not enough that Greek or Roman page,

At flated hours, his freakiih thoughts engage;
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Ev'n in his paftimes he requires a friend

To warn, and teach him fafely to unbend,

O'er all his pleafures gently to prefide,

Watch his emotions, and control their tide;

And levying thus, and with an eafy fway,

A tax of profit from his very play,

To imprefs a value, not to be erafed,

On moments fquandered elfe, and running all to waftc.

And feems it nothing in a father's eye

That unimproved thofe many moments fly?

And is he well content his fon fhould find

No nourifhment to feed his growing mind,

But conjugated verbs and nouns declined?

For fuch is all the mental food purveyed

By public hacknies in the fchooling trade;

Who feed a pupil's intellect, with flore

Of fyntax, truly, but with little more;

Difmifs their cares when thev difmifs their flock,

Machines themfelves, and governed by a clock.

Perhaps a father, bleft with any brains,

Would deem it no abufe, or wafte of pains,

To improve this diet, at no great expenfe,

With favoury truth and wholefome common fenfe;

To lead his fon, for profpects of delight,

To fome not fteep, though philofophic, height,

Thence to exhibit to his wondering eyes

Yon circling worlds, their diftance, and their fize,

4 a 2
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The moons of Jove, and Saturn's belted ball.

And the harmonious order of them all;

To mow him in an infecl: or a flower

Such microfcopic proof of fkill and power,

As, hid from ages part, God now difplays

To combat atheifts with in modern days;

To fpread the earth before him, and commend,.

With defignation of the finger's end,

Its various parts to his attentive note,

Thus bringing home to him the moil remote

;

To teach his heart to glow with generous flame,

Caught from the deeds of men of ancient fame

:

And, more than all, with commendation due

To fet fome living worthy in his view,

Whofe fair example may at once infpire

A wifh to copy what he mull admire.

Such knowledge gained betimes, and which appears,

Though folid, not too weighty for his years,

Sweet in itfelf, and not forbidding fport,

When health demands it, of athletic fort,

Would make him—what fome lovely boys have been,

And more than one perhaps that I have {een—
An evidence and reprehenfion both

Of the mere fchool-boy's lean and tardy growth.

Art thou a man profeffionally tied,

With all thy faculties elfewhere applied,

Too bufy to intend a meaner care

Than how to enrich thyfelf, and next thine heir;
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Or art thou (as though rich perhaps thou art)

But poor in knowledge, having none to impart:

—

Behold that figure, neat, though plainly clad;

His fprightly mingled with a made of fa J;

Not of a nimble tongue, though now and then

Heard to articulate like other men;

No jefter, and yet lively in difcourfe,

His phrafe well chofen, clear and full of force;

And his addrefs, if not quite French in eafe,

Not Englifh ftiff, but frank, and formed to pleafe;

Low in the world, becaufe he fcorns its arts;

A man of letters, manners, morals, parts;

Unpatronized, and therefore little known;

Wife for himfelf and his few friends alone

—

In him thy well-appointed proxy fee,

Armed for a work too difficult for thee;

Prepared by tafte, by learning, and true worth,

To form thy fon, to ftrike his genius forth;

Beneath thy roof, beneath thine eye, to prove

The force of difcipline when backed by love;

To double all thy pleafure in thy child,

His mind informed, his morals undented.

Safe under fuch a wing, the boy fhall fhow

No fpots contracted among grooms below,

Nor taint his fpeech with meannefTes, defigned

By footman Tom for witty and refined.

There, in his commerce with the liveried herd,

Lurks the contagion chiefly to be feared;
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For fince (fo fafhion dictates) all, who claim

An higher than a mere plebeian fame,

Find it expedient, come what mifchief may,

To entertain a thief or two in pay,

(And they that can afford the expenfe of more,

Some half a dozen, and fome half a fcore)

Great caufe occurs to fave him from a band

So fure to ipoil him, and fo near at hand;

A point fecured, if once he be fupplied

With fome fuch Mentor always at his fide.

Are fuch men rare? perhaps they would abound

Were occupation eafier to be found,

Were education, elfe fo fure to fail,

Conducted on a manageable fcale,

And fchools that have out-lived all jufr. efteem,

Exchanged for the fecure domeftic fcheme.

—

But, having found him, be thou duke or earl,

Show thou haft fenfe enough to prize the pearl,

And, as thou wouldft the advancement of thine heir

In all good faculties beneath his care,

Refpect, as is but rational and juft,

A man deemed worthy of fo dear a truft.

Defpifed by thee, what more can he expect

From youthful folly than the fame neglect?

A flat and fatal negative obtains

That inftant upon all his future pains;

His leiTons tire, his mild rebukes offend, "j

And all the inftructions of thy ton's beft friend >

Are a ftream choaked, or trickling to no end. J
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Doom him not then to folitary meals;

But recollect that he has fenfe, and feels;

And that, pofTefTor of a foul refined,

An upright heart, and cultivated mind,

His poft not mean, his talents not unknown,

He deems it hard to vegetate alone.

And, if admitted at thy board he fit,

Account him no juft mark for idle wit;

Offend not him, whom modefty reftrains

From repartee, with jokes that he difdains;

Much lefs transfix his feelings with an oath;

Nor frown, unlefs he vanifh with the cloth.

—

And, truft me, his utility may reach

To more than he is hired or bound to teach;

Much trafh unuttered, and fome ills undone,

Through reverence of the cenfor of thy fon.

But, if thy table be indeed unclean,

Foul with excefs, and with difcourfe obfcene,

And thou a wretch, whom, following her old plan,

The world accounts an honourable man,

Becaufe forfooth thy courage has been tried

And flood the teft, perhaps on the wrong fide;

Though thou hadft never grace enough to prove

That any thing but vice could win thy love;

—

Or haft thou a polite, card-playing wife,

Chained to the routs that fhe frequents for life;

Who, juft when induftry begins to fnore,

Flies, winged with joy, to fome coach crowded door;
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And thrice in everv winter throngs thine own

With half the chariots and fedans in town,

Thyfelf meanwhile e'en fhifting as thou mayeft;

Not very fbber though, nor very chafte ;

—

Or is thine houfe, though lefs fuperb thy rank,

If not a fcene of pleafnre, a mere blank,

And thou at beft, and in thy fobereft mood,

A trifler vain, and empty of all good;

Though mercy for thyfelf thou canft have none,

Hear nature plead, fhow mercy to thy ion.

Saved from his home, where every day brings forth

Some mifchief fatal to his future worth,

Find him a better in a diftant fpot,

Within fome pious paftor's humble cot,

Where vile example (your's I chiefly mean,

The moll: feducing and the ofteneit feen)

May never more be flamped upon his breafl,

Not yet perhaps incurably imprelTed.

Where early reft makes early riling fure,

Difeafe or comes not, or finds eafy cure,

Prevented much by diet neat and plain

;

Or, if it enter, foon flarved out again

:

Where all the attention of his faithful hoft,

Difcreetly limited to two at molt,

May raife fuch fruits as mall reward his care,

And not at laft evaporate in air:

\\ h^ie, ftillnefs aiding ftudy, and his mind

Serene, and to ins duties much inclined,
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Not occupied in day dreams, as at home,

Of pleafures paft, or follies yet to come,

His virtuous toil may terminate at laft

In fettled habit and decided tafte.

—

But whom do I advife? the fafhion led,

The incorrigibly wrong, the deaf, the dead,

Whom care and cool deliberation fuit

Not better much than fpeclacles a brute;

Who, if their fons fome flight tuition fhare,

Deem it of no great moment, whofe, or where;

Too proud to adopt the thoughts of one unknown,

And much too gay to have any of their own.

But courage, man! methought the mufe replied,

Mankind are various, and the world is wide:

The oftrich, fillieft of the feathered kind,

And formed of God without a parent's mind,

Commits her eggs, incautious, to the duft,

Forgetful that the foot may crufh the truft;

And, while on public nurferies they rely,

Not knowing, and too oft not caring why,

Irrational in what they thus prefer,

No few, that would feem wife, refemble her.

But all are not alike. Thy warning voice

May here and there prevent erroneous choice;

And fome perhaps, who, bufy as they are,

Yet make their progeny their dearefl: care,

(Whofe hearts will ache, once told what ills may reach

Their offspring, left upon fo wild a beach)

4 B
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Will need no flrefs of argument to enforce

T{ie expedience of a lefs adventurous courfe

:

The reft will flight thy counfel, or condemn;

But they have human feelings—turn to them.

To you then, tenants of life's middle irate,

Securely placed between the fmall and great,

Whole character, yet undebauched, retains

Two thirds of all the virtue that remains,.

Who, wife yourfelves, defire your fon mould learn

Your wifdom and your ways—to you I turn.

Look round you on a world perverfely blind;

See what contempt is fallen on human kind;

See wealth abufed, and dignities mifplaced,

Great titles, offices and trufts difgraced,

Long lines of anceftry, renowned of old,

Their noble qualities all quenched and cold;

See Bedlam's clofetted and hand-cuffed charge

Surpaffed in frenzy by the mad at large;

See great commanders making war a trade,

Great lawyers, lawyers without ftudy made;

Churchmen, in whofe efteem their blefl: employ

Is odious, and their wages all their joy,

Who, far enough from furnifhing their fhelves

With gofpel lore, turn infidels themfelves;

See womanhood defpifed, and manhood fhamed

With infamy too naufeous to be named,

Fops at all corners, lady-like in mien,

Civetted fellows, fmelt ere they are fee:1
.,
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Elfe coarfe and rude in manners, and their tongue

On fire with curfes, and with nonfenfe huno-

,

Now flufhed with drunk'nefs, now with whoredom pale,

Their breath a fample of lart night's regale

;

See volunteers in all the viler! arts,

Men well endowed, of honourable parts,

Defigned by nature wife, but felf-made fools;

All thefe, and more like thefe, were bred at fchools.

And if it chance, as fometimes chance it will,

That though fchool-bred the boy be virtuous ftill;

Such rare exceptions mining in the dark,

Prove, rather than impeach, the j Lift remark;

As here and there a twinkling ftar defcried

Serves but to fhew how black is all befide.

Now look on him, whofe very voice in tone

Juft echoes thine, whofe features are thine own,

And ftroke his polifhed cheek of pureft red,

And lay thine hand upon his flaxen head,

And fay, My boy, the unwelcome hour is come,

When thou, tranfplanted from thy genial home,

Muft find a colder foil and bleaker air,

And truit for fafety to a Granger's care

;

"What character, what turn thou wilt aiTume

From conftant converfe with I know not whom

;

Who there will court thy friendmip, with what views,

And, artlefs as thou art, whom thou wilt choofe;

Though much depends on what thy choice fhall be,

Is all chance-medley, and unknown to me.

4 b 2
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Can'ft thou, the tear juft trembling on thy lids,

And while the dreadful rifque forefeen forbids;

Free too, and under no conftraining force,

Unleis the fway of cultom warp thy courfe

;

Lay fuch a ftake upon the lofing fide,

Merely to gratify fo blind a guide?

Thou can'ft not 1 Nature, pulling at thine heart,

Condemns the unfatherly, the imprudent part.

Thou wouldeft not, deaf to Nature's tenderer! plea,

Turn him adrift upon a rolling fea,

Nor fay, Go thither, confcious that there lay

A brood of afps, or quickfands in his way;

Then, only governed by the felf-fame rule

Of natural pity, fend him not to fchool.

No—guard him better. Is he not thine own,

Thyfelf in miniature, thy flefh, thy bone ?

And hopeft thou not ('tis every father's hope)

That, fince thy ftrength muft with thy years elope,

And thou wilt need fome comfort to afluage

Health's laft farewell, a ftaff in thine old age,

That then, in recompenfe of all thy cares,

Thy child mall mow refpe6t, to thy gray hairs,

Befriend thee, of all other friends bereft,

And give thy life its only cordial left ?

Aware then how much danger intervenes,

To compafs that good end, forecaft the means,

His heart, now paffive, yields to thy command;

Secure it thine, its key is in thine hand.
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If thou defert thy charge, and throw it wide,

Nor heed what guefts there enter and abide,

Complain not if attachments lewd and bafe

Supplant thee in it, and ufurp thy place.

But, if thou guard its facred chambers fure

From vicious inmates and delights impure,

Either his gratitude fhall hold him faft,

And keep him warm and filial to the Iaft;

Or, if he prove unkind (as who can fay

But, being man, and therefore frail, he may?)

One comiort yet fhall cheer thine aged heart,

Howe er he flight thee, thou haft done thy part.

Oh barbarous! wouldeft thou with a Gothic hand

Pull down the fchools—what!—all the fchoolsi'th' land;

Or throw them up to livery-nags and grooms,

Or turn them into ffiops and auction rooms?

A captious queftion, fir, (and your's is one)

Deferves an anfwer fimilar, or none.

Wouldeft thou, pofTeflbr of a flock, employ

(Apprized that he is fuch) a carelefs boy,

And feed him well, and give him handfome pay,

Merely to fleep, and let them run aftray?

Survey our fchools and colleges, and fee

A fight not much unlike my fimile.

From education, as the leading caufe,

The public character its colour draws

;

Thence the prevailing manners take their caft,

Extravagant or fober, loofe or chafle.



558 TIROCINIUM, &c

And, though I would not advertife them yet,

Nor write on each

—

This Building to be Let,

Unlefs the world were all prepared to embrace

A plan well worthy to fupply their place;

Yet, backward as they are, and long have been,

To cultivate and keep the morals clean,

(Forgive the crime) I wifh them, I confefs,

Or better managed, or encouraged lefs.



TRANSLATION OF

PRIOR'S CHLOE AND EUPHELIA*

i.

Mercator, vigfles oculos ut fallere poffit,

Nomine fub ficl:o trans mare mittit opes;

Lene ionat liquidumque meis Euphelia chordis,.

Sed folam exoptant te, mea vota, Chloe..

ir.

Ad fpeculum ornabat nitidos Euphelia crines,

Cum dixit mea lux, heus, cane, fume lyram.

Namque lyram juxta politam cum carmine vidit,

Suave quidem carmen dulcifonamque lyram,

in.

Fila lyrae vocemque paro, fufpiria furgunt,

Et mifcent numeris murmura maefia meis,

Dumque tuae memoro laudes, Euphelia, formas,

Tota anima interea pendet ab ore Chloes.

IV.

Submbet ilia pudore, et contrahit altera frontem,

Me torquet mea mens confcia, pfallo, tremo;

Atque Cupidinea dixit Dea cincta corona,

Heu! fallendi artem quam didicere parum..



TO

THE REV. MR. NEWTON.
AN INVITATION INTO THE COUNTRY.

I.

The fwallows in their torpid nate

Compofe their uielefs wing,

And bees in hives as idly wait

The call of early fpring.

ir.

The keeneft froft that binds the iiream

The wilder! wind that blows,

Are neither felt nor feared by them

Secure of their repofe.

in.

But man, all feeling and awake,

The gloomy fcene furveys;

With prefent ills his heart mufl ake,

And pant for brighter days.

IV.

Old winter halting o'er the mead,

Bids me and Mary mourn;

But lovely fpring peeps o'er his head,

And whifpers your return.
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V.

Then April, with her lifter May,

Shall chafe him from the bowers,

And weave frefh garlands every day,

To crown the fmiling hours.

VI.

And, if a tear, that fpeaks regret

Of happier times, appear,

A glimpfe of joy, that we have met,

Shall fhine and dry the tear.

CATHARINA.

ADDRESSED TO MISS STAPLETON-

(NOW MRS. COURTNEY.)

She came—me is gone—we have met-

And meet perhaps never again;

The fun of that moment is fet,

And feems to have rifen in vain.

Catharina has fled like a dream

—

(So vanifhes pleafure, alas!)

But has left a regret and efteem,

That will not fo fuddenly pafs.

4 e
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The laft evening ramble we made,

Catharina, Maria, and I,

Our progrefs was often delayed

By the nightingale warbling nigh.

We paufed under many a tree,

And much irie was charmed with a tone

Lefs fweet to Maria and me,

Who had witneffed fo lately her own.

My numbers that day fhe had fung,

And gave them a grace fo divine,

As only her mufical tongue

Could infufe into numbers of mine.

The longer I heard, I efteemed

The work of my fancy the more,

And ev'n to myfelf never feemed

So tuneful a poet before.

Though the pleafures of London exceed

In number the days of the year,

Catharina, did nothing impede,

Would feel herfelf happier here

;

For the clofe woven arches of limes

On the banks of our river, I know,

Are fweeter to her many times

Than all that the city can fhow.
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So it is, when the mind is endued

With a well-judging tafte from above,

Then, whether embellifhed or rude,
5

Tis nature alone that we love.

The achievements of art may amufe,

May even our wonder excite,

But groves, hills, and vallies, diffufe

A lafting, a facred delight.

Since then in the rural recefs

Catharina alone can rejoice,

May it fiill be her lot to pofTefs

The fcene of her fenlible choice!

To inhabit a manfion remote

From the clatter of ftreet-pacing fieeds,

And by Philomel's annual note

To meafure the life that me leads.

With her Look, and her voice, and her lyre,

To wing all her moments at home,

And with fcenes that new rapture infpire

As oft as it fuits her to roam,

She will have juft the life fhe prefers,

With little to with or to fear,

And ours will be pleafant as hers,

Might we view her enjoying it here.
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A TALE.

A hermit (or if 'chance you hold

That title now too trite and old)

A man, once young, who lived retired

As hermit, could have well defired,

His hours of nudy cloied at laft,

And finifhed his concife repaft,

Stoppled his crufe, replaced his book

Within its cuftomary nook,

And, ftaff in hand, fet forth to fhare

The fober cordial of fweet air,

Like Ifaac, with a mind applied

To ferious thought at evening- tide.

Autumnal rains had made it chill,

And from the trees, that fringed his hill,

Shades ilanting at the clofe of day

Chilled more his elfe delightful way.

Diftant a little mile he fpied

A weflern bank's frill funny fide,

And right toward the favoured place

Proceeding with his nimblefl pace,

In hope to bafk a little yet,

Juft reached it when the fun was fet.
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, Your hermit, young and jovial, firs!

Learns fomething from whate'er occurs

—

And hence, he laid, my mind computes

The real worth of man's purfuits.

His object chofen, wealth or fame,

Or other fublunary game,

Imagination to his view

Prefents it decked with every hue,

That can feduce him not to fpare

His powers of beft exertion there,

B.;t youth, health, vigour to expend

On fo defirable an end.

Ere long approach life's evening ihades,

The glow that fancy gave it fades;

And, earned too late, it wants the grace,

Which firft engaged him in the chafe.

True, anfwered an angelic guide,

Attendant at the feniors fide

—

But whether all the time it coft

To urge the fruitlefs chafe be loft,

Muft be decided by the worth

Of that, which called his ardour fortfo.,

Trifles purfued, whate'er the event,

Muft caufe him fhame or difcontent;

A vicious object frill is worfe,

Succefsful there he wins a curfe;

But he, whom ev'n in life's laft ftage

Endeavours laudable engage,
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Is paid, at leaft in peace of mind,

And fenfe of having well defigned;

And if, ere he attain his end,

His fun precipitate defcend,

A brighter prize than that he meant

Shall recompenfe his mere intent.

No virtuous wifh can bear a date

Either too early or too late.

THE FAITHFUL FRIEND.

The green-houfe is my fummer feat;

My ftirubs difplaced from that retreat

Enjoyed the open air;

Two goldfinches, whofe fprightly fong

Had been their mutual folace long,

Lived happy prifoners there.

They fang, as blithe as finches fing,

That flutter loofe on golden wing,

And frolic where they lift;

Strangers to liberty, 'tis true,

But that delight they never knew,

And therefore never miffed

.
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But nature works in every breaft;

Inmnct is never quite fuppreffed ;

And Dick felt fome defires,

Which, afier many an effort vain,

Inftru6r.ed him at length to gain

A pafs between his wires.

The open windows feemed to invite

The freeman to a farewell flight;

But Tom was ftill confined;

And Dick, although his way was clear,

Was much too generous and fincere

To leave his friend behind.

For, fettling on his grated roof,

He chirped and kiffed him, giving proof

That he defired no more;

Nor would forfake his cage at laft,

Till gently feized, 1 fhut him faff,

A prifoner as before.

Oh ve, who never knew the joys

Of Friendfhip, fatisfied with noife,

Fandango, ball, and rout!

Blufh, when I tell you how a bird,

A prifon with a friend preferred

To liberty without.
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A TALE.

There is a field, through which I often pafs,

Thick overfpread with mofs and filky grafs,

Adjoining clofe to Kilwick's echoing wood,

Where oft the bitch-fox hides her haplefs brood,

Referved to folace many a neighbouring 'fquire,

That he may follow them through brake and briar,

Contufion hazarding of neck or fpine,

Which rural gentlemen call fport divine.

A narrow brook, by mfhy banks concealed,

Runs in a bottom, and divides the field;

Oaks interfperfe it, that had once a head,

But now wear crefts of oven-wood inftead

;

And where the land flopes to its watery bourn,

Wide yawns a gulph befide a ragged thorn ;

Bricks line the fides, but fhivered long ago,

And horrid brambles intertwine below \

A hollow fcooped, I judge in ancient time,

For baking earth, or burning rock to lime.

Not yet the hawthorn bore her berries red,

With which the fieldfare, wintry gueft, is fed

;

Nor autumn yet had brufhed from every fpray,

With her chill hand, the mellow leaves away ;
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But corn was houfed, and beans were in the ftack,

Now therefore iiTued forth the fpotted pack,

Yrith tails high mounted, ears hung low, and throats

With a whole gamut filled of heavenly notes,

For which, alas ! my deftiny fevere,

Though ears me gave me two, gave me no ear.

The fun, accomplifhing his early march,

His lamp now planted on heaven's topmoft arch,

When, exercife and air my only aim,

And heedlefs whither, to that field I came,

Ere yet jvith ruthlefs joy the happy hound

Told hill and dale that Reynard's track was found,

Or with the high-raifed horn's melodious clang

All Kilwick * and all Dingle-derry # rang.

Sheep grazed the field; fome with foft bofom prefTed

The herb as foft, while nibbling ftrayed the reft;

Nor noife was heard but of the hafty brook,

Struggling, detained in many a petty nook.

All feemed fo peaceful, that from them conveyed

To me, their peace by kind contagion fpread.

But when the huntfman, with diftended cheek,

'Gan make his inftrument of muftc fpeak,

And from within the wood that crafh was heard,

Though not a hound from whom it burft appeared,

The fheep recumbent, and the fheep that grazed,

All huddling into phalanx, flood and gazed,

* Two woods belonging to John Throckmorton, Efij.
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Admiring, terrified, the novel ftrain,

Then courfed the field around, and courfed it round again:

But, recollecting with a fudden thought,

That flight in circles urged advanced them nought,

They gathered clofe around the old pit's brink,

And thought again—but knew not what to tlunk.

The man to folitude accuftomed long,

Perceives in every thing that lives a tongue;

Not animals alone, but fhrubs and trees,

Have fpeech for him, and underftood with eafe;

After long drought, when rains abundant fall, ^

He hears the herbs and flowers rejoicing all:

Knows what the fremnefs of their hue implies,

How glad they catch the largefs of the fkies;

But, with preciiion nicer ftill, the mind

He fcans of every loco-motive kind;

Birds of all feather, beafts of every name,

That ferve mankind, or fhun them, wild or tame;

The looks and geftures of their griefs and fears

Have all articulation in his ears;,

He fpells them true by intuition's light,

And needs no gloffary to fet him right.

This truth premifed was needful as a text,

To win due credence to what follows next.

Awhile they mufed; furveying every face,

Thou hadft fuppofed them of fuperior race

;

Their periwigs of wool, and fears combined,

Stamped on each countenance fuch marks of mind,
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That fage they feemed, as lawyers o'er a doubt,

Which, puzzling long, at lalt thev puzzle out;

Or academic tutors, teaching youths,

Sure ne'er to want them, mathcmatic truths;

When thus a mutton, ftatelicr than the reft,

A ram, the ewes and wethers fad, addrefTed.

Friends ! we have lived too loner. I never heard

Sounds fuch as thefe, fo worthy to be feared.

Could I believe that winds for ages pent

In earth's dark womb have found at laft a vent,

And from their prifon-houfe below arife,

With all thefe hideous howlings to the fkies,

I could be much compofed, nor mould appear

For fuch a caufe to feel the flighteft fear.

Yourfelves have feen, what time the thunders rolled

All night, we refting quiet in the fold.

Or heard we that tremendous bray alone,

I could expound the melancholy tone

;

Should deem it by our old companion made,

The afs; for he, we know, has lately ftrayed,

And being loft perhaps, and wandering wide,

Might be fuppofed to clamour for a guide.

But ah! thofe dreadful yells what foul can hear,

That owns a carcafe, and not quake for fear?

Daemons produce them doubtlefs, brazen- clawed

And fanged with brafs the daemons are abroad

;

I hold it therefore wifeft and moft fit,

That life to fave, we leap into the pit.
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Him anfwered then his loving mate and true,

But more difcreet than he, a Cambrian ewe.

How? leap into the pit our life to fave?

To fave our life leap all into the grave?

For can we find it lefs? Contemplate firft

The depth how awful! falling there, we burfl:

Or mould the brambles, interpofed, our fall

In part abate, that happinefs were fmall;

For with a race like theirs no chance I fee

Of peace or eafe to creatures clad as we.

Meantime, noife kills not. Be it Dapple's bray,

Or be it not, or be it whofe it may,

And rufh thofc other founds, that feem by tongues

Of daemons uttered, from whatever iungs,

Sounds are but founds, and till the caufe appear

We have at leaft commodious Handing here.

Come fiend, come fury, giant, monfter, blaft

From earth or hell, we can but plunge at laft.

While thus fhe fpake, I fainter heard the peals,

For Reynard, clofe attended at his heels

By panting dog, tired man, and fpattered horfe,

Thro' mere good fortune, took a different courfe.

The flock grew calm again, and I, the road

Following, that led me to my own abode,

Much wondered that the filly fheep had found

Such caufe of terror in an empty found

So fweet to huntiman, gentleman, and hound.
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MORAt.

Beware of defperate fteps. The darkeft day,

Live till to-morrow, will have pafled away.

B O A D I C E A.

AN ODE.

I.

TVi~EN the Britifh warrior queen,

Bleeding from the Roman rods,

Sought, with an indignant mien,

Counfel of her country's gods,

11.

Sage beneath the fpreading oak

Sat the Druid, hoary chief;

Every burning word he fpoke

Full of rage, and full of grief.

in.

Princefs ! if our aged eyes

Weep upon thy matchlefs wrongs,

'Tis becaufe refentment ties

All the terrors of our tongues.
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IV.

Rome fhalL perim—write that word

In the blood that fhe has fpilt;

Periih, hopelefs and abhorred,

Deep in ruin as in guilt.

v.

Rome, for empire far renowned,

Tramples on a thoufand ftates;

Soon her pride mail kifs the ground

—

Hark ! the Gaul is at her gates

!

VI.

Other Romans mall arife,

Heedlefs of a foldier's name;

Sounds, not arms {hall win the prize,

Harmony the path to fame.

VII.

Then the progeny that fprings

From the forefts of our land,

Armed with thunder, clad with wings,

Shall a wider world command.

VIII.

Regions Caefar never knew

Thy pofterity mall fway;

"Where his eagles never flew,

None invincible as they.
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IX.

Such the bard's prophetic words,

Pregnant with celeftial fire,

Bending as he fwept the chords

Of his fvveet but awful lyre.

x.

She, with all a monarch's pride,

Felt them in her bofom glow

:

Rufhed to battle, fought, and died;

Dying hurled them at the foe.

XI.

Ruffians, pitilefs as proud,

Heaven awrards the vengeance due;

Empire is on us beftowed,

Shame and ruin wait for yon,

H E R O I S M.

There was a time when ./Etna's filent fire

Slept unperceived, the mountain yet entire;

When, confcious of no danger from below,

She towered a cloud -capt pyramid of fnow.

No thunders fhook with deep inteftine found

The blooming groves, that girdled her around.
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Her unctuous olives, and her purple vines

(Unfelt the fury of thofe burfting mines)

The peafant's hopes, and noi in vain, allured,

In peace upon her Hoping fides matured.

When on a day, like that of the laft doom,

A conflagration labouring in her womb,

She teemed and heaved with an infernal birth,

That fhook the circling feas and folid earth.

Dark and voluminous the vapours rife,

And hang their horrors in the neighbouring fkies,

While through the flygian veil, that blots the day,

In dazzling Streaks the vivid lightnings play.

But oh! what mufe, and in what powers of fongs

Can trace the torrent as it burns along?

Havoc and devastation in the van,

It marches o'er the proflrate works of man.

Vines, olives, herbage, forefts difappear,

And all the charms of a Sicilian year.

Revolving feafons, fruitlefs as they pafs,

See it an uninformed and idle mafs;

Without a foil to invite the tiller's care,

Or blade, that might redeem it from defpair.

Yet time at length, (what will not time achieve?)

Clothes it with earth, and bids the produce live*

Once more the fpiry myrtle crowns the glade,

And ruminating flocks enjoy the fhade.

Oh blifs precarious, and unfafe retreats,

Oh charming paradife of fhort-lived fweets

!
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The felf-fame gale, that wafts the fragrance round,

Brings to the diftant ear a fullen found:

Again the mountain feels the imprifoned foe,

Again pours ruin on the vale below.

Ten thoufand fvvains the wafted fcene deplore,

That only future ages can reftore.

Ye monarchs, whom the lure of honour draws,

Who write in blood the merits of your caufe,

Who ftrike the blow, then plead your own defence,

Glory your aim, but juftice your pretence,

Behold in yEtna's emblematic fires

The mifchiefs your ambitious pride infpires!

Faft by the ftream, that bounds your juft domain,

And tells you where ye have a right to reign,

A nation dwells, not envious of your throne,

Studious of peace, their neighbours', and their own-

Ill-fated race! how deeply muft they rue

Their only crime, vicinity to you!

The trumpet founds, your legions fwarm abroad,

Through the ripe harveft lies their deftined road;

At ever}- ftep beneath their feet they tread

The life of multitudes, a nation's bread

!

Earth feems a garden in its lovelieft drefs

Before them, and behind a wildernefs.

Famine, and peftilence, her flrft-born fon,

Attend to finifh what the fword begun;

And echoing praifes, fuch as fiends might earn,

And folly pays, refound at your return.

4 £
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A calm fueeeeds—but plenty, with her train

Of heart-felt joys, fucceeds not ibon again,

And years of pining indigence mult fhow

What fcourges are the gods that rule below.

Yet man, laborious man by flow degrees,

(Such is his thirft of opulence and eafe)

Plies all the finews of induftrious toil,

Gleans up the refufe of the general fpoil,

Rebuilds the towers, that fmoked upon the plain.

And the fun gilds the fhining fpires again.

Increafmg commerce and reviving art

Renew the quarrel on the conquerors part;

And the fad leffon muft be learned once more,

That wealth within is ruin at the door.

What are ye, monarchs, laurelled heroes, fay,

But iEtnas of the fufTering world ye fway?

Sweet nature, ftripped of her embroidered robe*

Deplores the wafted regions of her globe

;

And ftands a witnefs at truth's awful bar,

To prove you there, deflroyers as ye are.

Oh place me in fome heaven-protected ifle,

Where peace, and equity, and freedom fmile;

Where no volcano pours his fiery flood,

No crefted warrior dips his plume in blood;

Where power fecures what induftry has won ;,

Where to fucceed is not to be undone;

A land that diftant tyrants hate in vain,

In Britain's ifle, beneath a George's reign!



ON THE RECEIPT OF

MY MOTHER'S PICTURE
OUT OF NORFOLK.

THE GIFT OF MY COUSIN ANN BODHAM.

Oh that thofe lips had language! Life has paned

With me but roughly fince I heard thee laft.

Thofe lips are thine—thy own fvveet fmiles I fee,

The fame, that oft in childhood folaced me;

Voice only fails, elfe, how diftincl: they fay,

" Grieve not, my child, chafe all thy fears away!"

The meek intelligence of thofe dear eyes

(Bleft be the art that can immortalize,

The art that baffles time's tyrannic claim

To quench it) here mines on me ftill the fame.

Faithful remembrancer of one fo dear,

Oh welcome gueft, though unexpected here!

Who bidden, me honour with an artlefs fong,

Affectionate, a mother loft fo long.

I will obey, not willingly alone,

But gladly, as the precept were her own:

And, while that face renews my filial grief,

Fancy fhall weave a charm for my relief,
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Shall fteep me in Elyfian reverie,

A momentary dream, that thou art me.

My mother! when I learned that thou waft dead,

Say, Waft thou conicious of the tears I fhed?

Hovered thy fpirit o'er thy forrowing fon,

Wretch even then, life's journey jun: begun?

Perhaps thou gavefr. me, though unfeen, a kils;

Perhaps a tear, if fouls can weep in blifs

—

>

Ah that maternal fmile! it anfwers—Yes.

I heard the bell tolled on thy burial day,

I faw the hearfe, that bore thee flow away,

And, turning from my nurfery window, drew

A long, long figh, and wept a laft adieu 1

But was it fuch?—It was.—Where thou art gone

Adieus and farewells are a found unknown.

May I but meet thee on that peaceful fhore,

The parting found fhall pafs my lips no more!

Thy maidens, grieved themfelves at my concern,

Oft gave me promife of a quick return.

What ardently I wifhed, I long believed,

And, difappointed ftill, was ftill deceived.

By difappointment every day beguiled,

Dupe of to-mon'ow even from a child.

Thus many a fad to-morrow came and went,.

Till, all my flock of infant forrow fpent,

I learned at laft fubmiffion to my lot,

But, though I lefs deplored thee, ne'er forgot,.
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Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more,

Children not thine have trod my nurfery floor;

And where the gardener Robin, day by day,

Drew me to fchool along the public way,

Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapt

In fcarlet mantle warm, and velvet capt,

*Tis now become a hiflory little known,

That once we called the paftoral houfe our own.

Short lived pofleffion! but the record fair,

That memory keeps of all thy kindnefs there,

Still outlives many a florm, that has effaced

A thoufand other themes lets deeply traced.

Thy nightly vifits to my chamber made,

That thou mighteft know me fafe and warmly laid;

Thy morning bounties ere I left my home,

The bifcuit, or confectionary plum;

The fragrant waters on my cheeks bellowed

By thy own hand, till frefh they fhone and glowed:

All this, and more endearing ftill than all,

Thy conflant flow of love, that knew no fall,

Ne'er roughened by thofe cataracts and breaks,.

That humour interpoled too often makes;

All this llill legible in memory's page,

And flill to be fo to my latefl age,

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay

Such honours to thee, as my numbers mayj

Perhaps a frail memorial, but lincere,

Not fcorned in heaven, though little noticed here*
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Could time, his flight reverfed, reftore the hours,

When, playing with thy veflure's tiflued flowers,

The violet, the pink, and jeftamine,

I pricked them into paper with a pin,

(And thou waft happier than myfelf the while,

Wouldft ibftly fpeak, and ftroke my head and f'mile)

Could thofe few pleafant hours again appear,

Might one wifh bring them, would I wifh them here?

I would not truft my heart—the dear delight

Seems fo to be deflred, perhaps I might.

—

But no—what here we call our life is fuch,

So little to be loved, and thou fo much,

That I fhould ill requite thee to conftrain

Thy unbound fpirit into bonds again.

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion's coaft

(The ftorms all weathered and the ocean croffed)

Shoots into port at fome well-havened ifle,

Where fpices breathe and brighter feafons fmile,

There fits quiefcent on the floods, that fhow

Her beauteous form reflected clear below,

While airs impregnated with incenfe play

Around her, fanning light her ftreamers gay;

So thou, with fails how fwift! haft reached the fhore,

" Where tempefts never beat nor billows roar #,"

And thy loved contort on the dangerous tide

Of life, long fince, has anchored at thy fide.

' Garth.
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But me, fcarce hoping to attain that reft,

Always from port withheld, always diftrefTed

—

Me howling winds drive devious, tempeft toffed,

Sails ript, feams opening wide, and compafs loft,

And day by day fome current's thwarting force

Sets me more diftant from a profperous courfe.

But oh the thought, that thou art fafe, and he!

That thought is joy, arrive what may to me.

My boaft is not that I deduce my birth

From loins enthroned, and rulers of the earth;

But higher far my proud pretentions rife

—

The fon of parents paffed into the fkies.

And now, farewell—time unrevoked has run

His wonted courfe, yet what I wifhed is done.

By contemplation's help, not fought in vain,

I feem to have lived my childhood o'er again

;

To have renewed the joys that once were mine,

Without the fin of violating thine;

And, while the wings of fancy ftill are free,

And I can view this mimic fhew of thee,

Time has but half fucceeded in his theft—

Thyfelf removed, thy power to foothe me left.



FRIENDSHIP.

What virtue or what mental grace

But men unqualified and bafe

Will boaft it their poiTeffion ?

Profufion apes the noble part

Of liberality of heart,

And dulnefs of difcretion.

If every polifhed gem we find,

Illuminating heart or mind,

Provoke to imitation;

No wonder friendfhip does the fame,

That jewel of the purefl flame,

Or rather conftellation.

No knave but boldly will pretend

The requifites that form a friend,

A real and a found one,

Nor any fool he would deceive,

But prove as ready to believe,

And dream that he had found one.

Candid and generous and jufr,

Boys care but little whom they truft,

An error foon corrected

—
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For who but learns in riper years,

That man, when imootheft he appears,

Is moft, to be fufpected?

But here again a danger lies,

Left, having mifapplied our eyes

And taken train for treafure,

We fhould unwarily conclude

Friendship a falfe ideal good,

A mere Utopian pleafure.

An acquisition rather rare

Is yet no fubje6t, of defpair;

Nor is it wife complaining,

If either on forbidden ground,

Or where it was not to be found,

We fought without attaining.

No friendihip will abide the ten1 ,

That ftands on fordid intereft,

Or mean felf-love erected;

Nor fuch as may awhile fubfifi:

Between the fot and fenfualift,

For vicious ends connected.

Who feek a friend, fhould come difpofed

To exhibit in full bloom difclofed

The graces and the beauties,
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That form the character he feeks.

For 'tis an union, that befpeaks

Reciprocated duties.

Mutual attention is implied,

And equal truth on either fide,

And conitantly fupported;

Tis fenfelefs arrogance to accuie

Another of unifier views,

Our own as much diftorted.

But will fincerity fuffice?

It is indeed above all price,

And muft be made the bafis;

But every virtue of the foul

Muft conftitute the charming whole,

All mining in their places.

A fretful temper will divide

The clofeft knot, that may be tied,

By ceafelefs fharp corrofion;

A temper paffionate and fierce

May fuddenly your joys difperfe

At one immenfe explofion.

In vain the talkative unite

In hopes of permanent delight

—

The fecret juft committed
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Forgetting its important weight,

They drop through mere defire to prate,

And by themfelves outwitted.

How bright foe'er the profpe& feems.

All thoughts of friendfhip are but dreams
If envy chance to creep in;

An envious man, if you fucceed,

May prove a dangerous foe indeed,

But not a friend worth keeping.

As envy pines at good poffefTed,

So jealoufy looks forth diftrefTed

On good, that feems approaching,

And if fuccefs his fteps attend,

Difcerns a rival in a friend,

And hates him for encroaching.

Hence authors of illuftrious name,
Unlefs belied by common fame,

Are fadly prone to quarrel,

To deem the wit a friend difplays

A tax upon their own juft praife,

And pluck each others laurel.

A man renowned for repartee

Will feldom fcruple to make free

With friendfhip's fineft feeling,
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Will thruft a dagger at your breaft,

And fay he wounded you in jeft,

By way of balm for healing.

Whoever keeps an open ear

For tattlers, will be fure to hear

The trumpet of contention

;

Afperfion is the babbler's trade,

To liften is to lend him aid,

And rufh into dhTenfion.

A friendfhip, that in frequent fits

Of controversial rage emits

The fparks of difputation,

Like hand in hand infurance plates,

Moft unavoidably creates

The thought of conflagration.

Some fickle creatures boaft a foul

True as a needle to the pole,

Their humour yet fo various

—

They manifeft their whole life through

The needle's deviations too,

Their love is fo precarious.

The great and fmall but rarely meet

On terms of amity complete,

Plebeians rnuft furrender,
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And yield fo much to noble folk,

It is combining fire with fmoke,

Obfcurity with fplendour.

Some are fo placid and ferene

(As lrifh bogs are always green)

They fleep fecure from waking;

And are indeed a bog, that bears

Your unparticipated cares

Unmoved and without quaking.

Courtier and patriot cannot mix

Their heterogeneous politics

Without an efFervefcence,

Like that of falts with lemon juice,

Which does not yet like that produce

A friendly coalefcence.

Religion mould extinguifh ftrife,

And make a calm of human life

;

But friends that chance to differ

On points, which God has left at large,

How freely will they meet and charge,

No combatants are fliffer!

To prove at laft my main intent

Needs no expence of argument,

No cutting and contriving—
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Seeking a real friend we feem

To adopt the chymifts golden dream,

With ftill lefs hope of thriving.

Sometimes the fault is all our own,

Some blemiili in due time made known

By trefpafs or omiffion;

Sometimes occafion brings to light

Our friend's defect long hid from fight,

And even from fufpicion.

Then judge yourfelf, and prove your man

As circumfpectly as you can,

And having made election,

Beware no negligence of yours,

Such as a friend but ill endures,

Enfeeble his affection.

That fecrets are a facred truft,

That friends mould be flncere and juft,

That conftancy befits them,

Are obfervations on the cafe,

That favour much of common place,

And all the world admits them.

But 'tis not timber, lead, and itone,

An architect requires alone

To finifh a fine building

—
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The palace were but half complete,

If he could poffibly forget

The carving and the gilding.

The man that hails you Tom or Jack,
And proves by thumps upon your back
How he efteems your merit,

Is fuch a friend, that one had need
Be very much his friend indeed

To pardon or to bear it.

As fimilarity of mind,

Or fomething not to be denned,
Firft. fixes our attention;

So manners decent and polite,

The fame we practifed at firft fight,

Muft fave it from declenfion.

Some a<a upon this prudent plan,

" Say little and hear all you can."

Safe policy but hateful

—

So barren fands imbibe the mower,
But render neither fruit nor flower,

Unpleafant and ungrateful.

The man I truft, if (Try to me,
Shall find me as referved as he,

No fubterfuge or pleading
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Shall win my confidence again,

I will by no means entertain

A fpy on my proceeding.

Thefe famples—for alas ! at laft

Thefe are but famples, and a tafte

Of evils yet unmentioned

—

May prove the tafk a tafk indeed,

In which 'tis much if we fucceed

However well-intentioned.

Purfue the fearch, and you will find

Good fenfe and knowledge of mankind

To be at leaft expedient,

And after fumming all the reft,

Religion ruling in the breaft

A principal ingredient.

The nobleft Friendfhip ever fbewn

The Saviour's hiftory makes known,

Though fome have turned and turned it

;

And whether being crazed or blind,

Or feeking with a biafTed mind,

Have not, it feems, difcerned it.

Oh Friendfhip! if my foul forego

Thy dear delights while here below;

To mortify and grieve me,
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May I myfelf at laft appear

Unworthy, bafe, and infincere,

Or may my friend deceive me

!

STANZAS
SUBJOINED TO

THE YEARLY BILL OF MORTALITY OF THE PARISH
OF ALL-SAINTS, NORTHAMPTON,

Anno Domini 17s 7.

Pallida Mars aqito pulfat pede pauperum tabernas,

Regumque tunes. Horace.

Pale death with equal foot ftrikes wide the door

Of royal halls, and hovels of the poor.

While thirteen moons faw fmoothly run

The Nen's barge-laden wave,

All thefe, life's rambling journey done,

Have found their home, the grave.

4 G
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Was man (frail always) made more frail

Than in foregoing years?

Did famine or did plague prevail,

That fo much death appears?

No ; thefe were vigorous as their (ires,

Nor plague nor famine came

;

This annual tribute death requires,

And never waves his claim.

Like crowded-foreft trees we ftand,

And fome are marked to fall;

The axe will fmite at God's command.

And foon fhall fmite us all.

Green as the bay-tree, ever green,

With its new foliage on,

The gay, the thoughtlefs, I have feen

I parTed—and they were gone.

Read, ye that run, the folemn truth,

With which I charge my page;

A worm is in the bud of youth,

And at the root of age.

No prefent health can health infure

For yet an hour to come

;

No medicine, though it often cure,

Can always baulk the tomb*
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And Oh! that humble as my lot,

And fcorned as is my ftrain,

Thefe truths, though known, too much forgot,

I may not teach in vain.

So prays your clerk with all his heart,

And ere he quits the pen,

Begs you for once to take his part

And anfwer all—Amen

!

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION,

FOR THE YEAR 1788.

£)uod adejl, mementt

Componere aquus. Caterajluminis

Rituferuntur. Hor.

Improve the prefent hour, for all befide

Is a mere feather on a torrent's tide.

Could I, from heaven infpired, as fure prefage

To whom the rifing year fhall prove his laft

;

As I can number in my punctual page,

And item down the victims of the pail;
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How each would trembling wait the mournful meet,

On which the prefs might ftamp him next to die;

And, reading here his fentence, how replete

Witli anxious meaning heaven-ward turn his eye

!

Time then would feem more precious than the joys,

In which he fports away the treafure now;

And prayer more feafonable than the noife

Of drunkards, or the mufic-drawing bow.

Then doubtlefs many a trifler, on the brink

Of this world's hazardous and headlong fhore,

Forced to a paufe, would feel it good to think,

Told that his fetting fun muft rife no more.

Ah felf-deceived ! Could I prophetic fay

Who next is fated, and who next to fall,

The reft might then feem privileged to play;

But, naming none, the Voice now fpeaks to ALL.

Obferve the dappled forefters, how light

They bound, and airy o'er the funny glade

—

One falls—the reft, wide-fcattered with affright,

Vanilh at once into the darkeft fhade.

Had we their wifdom, fhould we, often warned,

Still need repeated warnings, and at laft,

A thoufand awful admonitions fcorned,

Die felf-accufed of life run all to wafte?
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Sad wafte! for which no after-thrift atones:

The grave admits no cure for guilt or fin

;

Dew drops may deck the turf that hides the bones,

But tears of godly grief ne'er flow within.

Learn then, ye living! by the mouths be taught

Of all thefe fepulchres, inftru&ors true,

That, foon or late, death alfo is your lot,

And the next opening grave may yawn for you.

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION,

FOR THE YEAR 1789'

Placidaque ibi demum morte quievit, VlRS,

There calm at length he breathed his foul away.

•« Oh moft delightful hour by man
" Experienced here below,

* l The hour that terminates his fpan,

" His folly, and his woe!
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" Worlds fhould not bribe me back to tread

" Again life's dreary wafte,

" To fee again my day o'erfpread

" With all the gloomy paft.

t< My home henceforth is in the fkies,

" Earth, feas, and fun adieu!

; All heaven unfolded to my eyes,

" I have no fight for you."

So fpoke Afpafio, firm pofTeft

Of faith's fupporting rod,

Then breathed his foul into its reft,

The bofom of his God.

He was a man among the few

Sincere on virtue's fide;

And all his ftrength from fcripture drew,

To hourly ufe applied.

That rule he prized, by that he feared,

He hated, hoped, and loved;

Nor ever frowned, or fad appeared,

But when his heart had roved.

For he was frail as thou or I,

And evil felt within:

But when he felt it, heaved a figh,

And loathed the thought of fin.
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Such lived Afpafio; and at laft

Called up from Earth to Heaven,

The gulph of death triumphant paffed,

By gales of bleffing driven.

His joys be mine, each Reader cries,

When my laft hour arrives

:

They fhall be yours, my Verfe replies,

Such only be your lives.

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION,

FOR THE YEAR 1790.

Ke commonentem reflafpeme. Buchanan.

Defpife not my good counfel.

He who fits from day to day,

Where the prifoned lark is hung,

Heedlefs of his loudeft lay,

Hardly knows that he has fung.
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Where the watchman in his round

Nightly lifts his voice on high,

None, accuftomed to the found,

Wakes the fooner for his cry.

So your verfe-man I, and clerk,

Yearly in my long proclaim

Death at hand—yourfelves his mark-

And the foe's unerring aim.

Duly at my time I come,

Publiming to all aloud

—

Soon the grave mult be your home,

And your only fuit, a fhroud.

But the monitory ftrain,

Oft repeated in your ears,

Seems to found too much in vain,

Wins no notice, wakes no fears.

Can a truth, by all confefTed

Of fuch magnitude and weight,

Grow, by being oft exprefTed,

Trivial as a parrot's prate?

Pleafure's call attention wins,

Hear it often as we may;

New as ever feem our fins,

Though committed every day.
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Death and judgment, Heaven and Hell

—

Thefe alone, ib often heard,

No more move us than the bell

When fome ftranger is interred.

Oh then, ere the turf or tomb

Cover us from every eye,

Spirit of inftru6Hon come,

Make us learn that we rauft die.

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION,

FOR THE YEAR 1792.

Felix, qui potuit return cognofccre caufas,

Atque mctui omnes et inexorabilefatum

Subjecit pedibus, Jlrepitumque Acherotitis avari ! ViRC.

Happy the mortal, who has traced efFecls

To their firft caufe, caft fear beneath his feet,

And Death, and roaring Hell's voracious fires

!

Thankless for favours from on high,

Man thinks he fades too foon;

Though 'tis his privilege to die,

"Would he improve the boon.

4 h
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But he, not wife enough to fcan

His befi concerns aright,

Would gladly ftretch life's little fpan

To ages, if he might.

To ages in a world of pain,

To ages, where he goes

Galled by affliction's heavy chain,

And hopelefs of repofe.

Strange fondnefs of the human heart,

Enamoured of its harm I

Strange world, that cofts it fo much fmart,

And ftill has power to charm.

Whence has the world her magic power?

Why deem we death a foe?

Recoil from weary life's befl hour,

And covet longer woe?

1 he caufe is Confcience—Confcience oft

Her tale of guilt renews

:

Her voice is terrible though foft,

And dread of death enfues.

Then anxious to be longer fpared

Man mourns his fleeting breath:

All evils then feem light, compared

With the approach of Death.
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'Tis judgment makes him; there's the fear,

That prompts the with to flay:

He has incurred a long arrear,

And muft defpair to pay.

Pay!—follow Chrift, and all is paid;

His death your peace infures;

Think on the grave where he was laid,

And caJm defcend to yours.

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION,

FOR THE YEAR 1 793.

Defaais autem hac fit una fententia, ut conferventur.

ClC. DE LEG.

But let us all concur in this one fentiment, that things facred be

inviolate.

He lives who lives to God alone,

And all are dead befide;

For other fource than God is none

Whence life can be fupplied.

To live to God is to requite

His love as beft we may:

To make his precepts our delight,

His promifes our nay.
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But life, within a narrow ring

Of giddy joys comprized,

Is falfely named, and no fuch thing,

But rather death difguiied.

Can life in them deferve the name,

Who only live to prove

For what poor toys they can difclaim

An endlefs life above?

Who, much difeafed, yet nothing feel;

Much menaced, nothing dread;

Have wounds, which only God can heal,

Yet never afk his aid?

Who deem his houfe an ufelefs place,

Faith, want of common fenfe;

And ardour in the Chriftian race*

A hypocrite's pretence?

Who trample order; and the day,

Which God afferts his own,

Difhonour with unhallowed play,

And worfhip chance alone?

If fcorn of God's commands, impreffed

On word and deed, imply

The better part of man, unblefTed

With life that cannot die;
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Such want it, and that want uncured

Till man refigns his breath,

Speaks him a criminal, afTured

Of everlafting death.

Sad period to a pleafant courfe!

Yet fo will God repay

Sabbaths profaned without remorfe,

And mercy cafl away.

INSCRIPTION FOR THE TOMB
OF

MR. HAMILTON.

Pause here, and think: a monitorv rhime

Demands one moment of thy fleeting time.

Confult life's filent clock, thy bounding vein;

Seems it to fay—" Health here has long to reign?"

Haft thou the vigour of thy youth ? an eye

That beams delight? an heart untaught to figh?

Yet fear. Youth, ofttimes healthful and at eafe,

Anticipates a day it never fees;

And many a tomb, like Hamilton's, aloud

Exclaims, " Prepare thee for an early fhroud."
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Here lies, whom hound did ne'er purfue,

Nor fvvifter greyhound follow,

Whofe foot ne'er tainted morning dew,

Nor e'er heard huntfman's hallo',

Old Tiney, furlieit of his kind,

Who, nurfed with tender care,

And to domeftic hounds confined,

Was flill a wild Jack-hare.

Though duly from my hand he took

His pittance every night,

He did it with a jealous look,

And, when he could, would bite.

His diet was of wheaten bread

And milk, and oats, #nd ftraw;

Thirties, or lettuces inftead,

With fand to fcour his maw.

On twigs of hawthorn he regaled,

On pippins' ruffe t peel,

And, when his juicy falads failed,

Sliced carrot pleaied him well.
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A Turkey carpet was his laAvn,

Whereon he loved to bound,

To fkip and gambol like a fawn,

And lvving his rump around.

His frifking was at evening hours,

For then he loft his fear,

But molt before approaching mowers,

Or when a liorm drew near.

Eight years and five round-rolling moons
He thus faw fteal away,

Dozing out all his idle noons,

And every night at play.

I kept him for his humour' fake,

For he would oft beguile

My heart of thoughts that made it ache,

And force me to a fmile.

But now beneath his walnut fhade

He finds his long laft home,

And waits, in fnug concealment laid,

Till gentler Puis fhall come.

He, flill more aged, feels the mocks,

From which no care can fave,

And, partner once of Tinev's box,

Mull foon partake his grave.



EPITAPHIUM ALTERUM.

Hie etiam jacet,

Qui totum novennium vixit,

Piifs.

Sifte paulifper,

Qui praeteriturus es,

Et tecum lie reputa

—

Nunc neque canis venaticus,

Nee plumbum miffile,

Nee laqueus,

Nee imbres nimii,

Confecere

Tamen mortuus eft—

•

Et moriar ego.
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Thefollowing Account of the Treatment of his Hares was inserted by Mr. Cowper

in the Gentleman's Magazine, whence it is transcribed.

In the year 1774, being much indifpofed both in mind and body, inca-

pable of diverting myfelf either with company or books, andyet in a condition

that made fome diverfion neceffary, I was glad of any thing, that would

engage my attention without fatiguing it. The children of a neighbour of

mine had a leveret given them for a plaything ; it was at that time about

three months old. Underftanding better how to teafe the poor creature

than to feed it, and, foon becoming weary of their charge, they readily con-

fented that their father, who favv it pining and growing leaner every day,

fhould offer it to my acceptance. I was willing enough to take the prifoner

under my protection, perceiving that, in the management of fuch an animal,

and in the attempt to tame it, I fhould find jufl that fort of employment

which my cafe required. It was foon known among the neighbours that

I was pleafed with the prefent ; and the confequence was, that in a fhort

time I had as many leverets offered to me, as would have flocked a paddock.

I undertook the care of three, which it is neceffary that I fhould here dif-

tinguifh by the names I gave them—Pufs, Tiney, and Befs. Notwithstand-

ing the two feminine appellatives, I muft inform you that they were all

males. Immediately commencing carpenter, I built them houfes to fleep

in ; each had a feparate apartment, fo contrived that their ordure would

pafs through the bottom of it; an earthen pan placed under each received

whatfoever fell, which being duly emptied and warned, they wTere thus kept

perfectly fweet and clean. In the day-time they had the range of a hall,

and at night retired each to his own bed, never intruding into that of

another.

Pufs grew prefently familiar, would leap into my lap, raife himfelf upon

his hinder feet, and bite the hair from my temples. He would fuffer me to

take him up and to carry him about in my arms, and has more than once

fallen faft afleep upon my knee. He was ill three days, during which time I

4 1
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nurfed him, kept him apart from his fellows, that they might not moleft

him (for, like many other wild animals, they perfecute one of their own

fpecies that is fick), and by conflant care, and trying him with a variety of

herbs, rcftored him to periedt health. No creature could be more grateful

than my patient after his recovery ; a fentiment which he moft fignificantly

expreffed by licking my hand, firft the back of it, then the palm, then every

finger feparately, then between all the fingers, as if anxious to leave no part

of it unfaluted ; a ceremony which he never performed but once again upon

a fimilar occaiion. Finding him extremely tractable, I made it my cuftom

to carry him always after breakfaft into the garden, where he hid himfelf

generally under the leaves of a cucumber vine, fleeping or chewing the cud

till evening; in the leaves alfo of that vine he found a favourite repaft. I

had not long habituated him to this tafte of liberty, before he began to be

impatient for the return of the time when he might enjoy it. He would

invite me to the garden by drumming upon my knee, and by a look of fuch

expreflion as it was not poflible to mifmterpret. If this rhetoric did not im-

mediately fucceed, he would take the fkirt of my coat between his teeth,

and pull at it with all his force. Thus Pufs might be faid to be perfectly

tamed, the fhynefs of his nature was done away, and on the whole it was

vifible bv many fymptoms, which I have not room to enumerate, that he

was happier in human fociety than when fliut up with his natural com-

panions.

Not fo Tiney ; upon him the kindeft treatment had not the leaft effect.

He too was fick, and in his ficknefs had an equal fliare of my attention ; but

if, after his recovery, I took the liberty toftroke him, he would grunt, flrike

with his fore feet, fpring forward, and bite. He was however very enter-

taining in his way ; even his furlinefs was matter of mirth, and in his play

he preferved fuch an air of gravity, and performed his feats with fuch a

folemnity of manner, that in him too I had an agreeable companion.

Befs, who died foon after he was full grown, and whofe death was occa-

fioned by his being turned into his box, which had been wafhed, while it

was yet damp, was a hare of great humour and drollery. Pufs was tamed by

gentle ufage ; TLney was not to be tamed at all ; and Befs had a courage

and confidence that made him tame from the beginning. I alwa) s admitted
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them into the parlour after fupper, when the carpet affording their feet a

firm hold, they would frifk, and bound, and play a thoufand gambols, in

which Befs, being remarkably ftrong and fearlefs, was always fuperior to

the reft, and proved himfelf the Veftris of the party. One evening the cat

being in the room, had the hardinefs to pat Befs upon the cheek, an indig-

nity which he refented by drumming upon her back with fuch violence,

that the cat was happy to efcape from under his paws and hide herfelf.

I defcribe thefe animals as having each a character of his own. Such

they were in fact, and their countenances were fo expreffive of that charac-

ter, that when I looked only on the face of either, I immediately knew which

it was. It is faid that a fhepherd, however numerous his flock, foon be-

comes fo familiar with their features, that he can by that indication only,

diftinguifh each from all the reft ; and yet, to a common obferver, the

difference is hardly perceptible. I doubt not that the fame difcrimination

in the caft of countenances would be difcoverable in hares, and am perfuaded

that among a thoufand of them no two could be found exactly fimilar; a

circumftance little fufpected by thofe, who have not had opportunity

to obferve it. Thefe creatures have a fingular fagacity in difcovering the

minuteft alteration, that is made in the place to which they are accuftomed,

and inftantly apply their nofe to the examination of a new object. A fmall

hole being burnt in the carpet, it was mended with a patch, and that

patch in a moment underwent the ftricteft fcrutiny. They feem too, to be

very much directed by the fmell in the choice of their favourites ; to fome

perfons, though they fawT them daily, they could never be reconciled, and

would even fcream when they attempted to touch them ; but a miller

coming in engaged their affections at once ; his powdered coat had charms

that were irrefiftible. It is no wonder that my intimate acquaintance with

thefe fpecimens of the kind has taught me to hold the fportfman's amufe-

ment in abhorrence; he little knows what amiable creatures he perfecutes,

of what gratitude they are capable, how cheerful they are in their fpirits,

what enjoyment they have of life, and that impreffed as they feem with

a peculiar dread of man, it is only becaufe man gives them peculiar caufe

for it.
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That I may not be tedious, I will juft give a ihort fummary of thofe

articles of diet, that fuit them beft.

I take it to be a general opinion that they graze, but it is an erroneous

one, at leaft grafs is not their ftaple ; they feem rather to ufe it medicinally,

foon quitting it for leaves of almoft any kind. Sow-thiftle, dent-de-lion,

and lettuce, are their favourite vegetables, efpecially the laft. J difcovered

bv accident that fine white fand is in great eftimation with them ; I fuppofe

as a digeftive. It happened that I was cleaning a bird-cage while the hares

were with me; I placed a pot filled with fuch fand upon the rloor, which,

being at once directed to by a ftrong inftincr, they devoured voracioufly
;

fince that time I have generally taken care to fee them well fupplied with

it. They account green corn a delicacy, both blade and ftalk, but the ear

they feldom eat: ftraw of any kind, efpecially wheat-ftraw, is another of

their dainties; they will feed greedily upon oats, but if furnifhed with clean

frravv never want them ; it ferves them alfo for a bed, and, if ihaken up

dailv, will be kept fweet and dry for a confiderable time. They do not

indeed require aromatic herbs, but will eat a fmall quantity of them with

great relifh, and are particularly fond of the plant called mufk ; they feem

to refemble fheep in this, that, if their paihire be too fucculent, they are

very fubjecl to the rot ; to prevent which, I always made bread their prin-

cipal nourifhment, and filling a pan with it cut into fmall fquares, placed

it every evening in their chambers, for they feed only at evening and in

the ni^ht: during the winter, when vegetables were not to be got, I mingled

this mefs of bread with fhreds of carrot, adding to it the rind of apples cut

extremely thin; for, though they are fond of the paring, the apple it felt

difijufts them. Thefe however not being a fufficient fubftitute for the

juice of fummer herbs, they muft at this time be fupplied with water

;

but fo placed that they cannot overfet it into their beds. I muft not omit

that occafionally they are much plcafed with twigs of hawthorn, and of

the.common briar, eating even the very wood when it is of confiderable

thicknefs.

Befs, I have faid, died young; Tiney lived to be nine years old, and died

at laft, I have reafon to think, of fome hurt in his loins by a fall ; Pufs is
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ftill living, and has juft completed his tenth year, difcovering no figns of

decay, nor even of age, except that he is grown more difcreet and ids

frolickfome than he was. I cannot conclude without obferving, that I have

lately introduced a dog to his acquaintance, a fpaniel that had never feen a

hare to a hare that had never feen a fpaniel. I did it with great caution,

but there was no real need of it. Pufs difcovered no token of fear, nor

Marquis the leaft fymptom of hoftility. There is therefore, it mould feem,

no natural antipathy between dog and hare, but the purfuit of the one

occafions the flight of the other, and the dog purfues becaufe he is trained

to it: they eat bread at the fame time out of the fame hand, and are in all

refpecls fociable and friendly.

I mould not do complete juftice to my fubjecl did I not add, that they

have no ill fcent belonging to them ; that they are indefatigably nice in

keeping themfelves clean, for which purpofe nature has furnifhed them with

a brufh under each foot ; and that they are never infefled by any vermin.

May 28, 1784.

Memorandumfound among Mr. Cowper's papers.

Tuefday, March 9, 1786.

This day died poor Pufs, aged eleven years eleven months. She died

between twelve and one at noon, of mere old age, and apparently without

pain.
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PREFACE.

It feems needlef-. if not impertinent, in an obfcure individual, to fay any

thing in praife of the Author of the Talk. It is of more confequence to

intorm the reader of the circumftanccs that have led to this publication.

About twenty years ago a very dear and venerable friend * introduced me
to the truly great and amiable Mr. Cowper. This gave rife to a friendlhip

which increafed with every repeated interview, and for feveral years I had

the pleafure of fpending an afternoon with him every week. At length

this delightful intercourfe was terminated bv his removal to a diftant iitu-

ation, and the painful approaches of that event which diifolves every ibcial

connexion.

One day amuiing myfelf with the poetical works of the celebrated Ma-
dame Guion, I was ir.ruck with the peculiar beauty of fome of her poems,

as well as edified with the piety and devotion of which they are ftrongly

expreffive. I mentioned them to Mr. C. ; and partly to amufe a folitary

hour, partlv to keep in exercife the genius of this incomparable man, I

requefled him to put a few of the poems into an Englifh drefs. Afterward,

during my abfence upon a journey, I received a letter in which Mr. C. fays,

" I have but little leiiure, ftrange as it may feem. That little I devoted

" for a month after your departure to the tranflation of Madame Guion.

" I have made fair copies of all the pieces I have produced on this laft

" occafion, and will put them into your hands when we meet. They are

" yours to ferve as you pleafe, you may take and leave them as you like,

" for my purpofe is already ferved. They have amufed me, and I have no

" further demand upon them." On my return, Mr. C. prefented me with

thefe tranflations, to which he added the Letter to a Proteltant Lady in

France, and the Poem on Friendlhip.

* The Rev. John Newton, Re&orof St. Mary Woolnoth, London,
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618 PREFACE.
The idea of printing them was afterwards fuggefted to Mr. C

;

and he gave his full confent, intending to revife them before I mould

fend them to the prefs. Various circumftances prevented him from

doing this ; and the poems would probably have ilill remained unpublifhed,

if it had not been found that feveral copies of them had already got abroad.

The Editor therefore had reafon to believe, that they would otherwife have

made their appearance in a ftate far lefs correct than if printed from the

original Manufcript. Nor can he imagine that even in their prefent form,

they will, on the whole, tend to diminifh the well-deferved reputation of

their excellent Author.

To infer that the peculiarities ofMadame Guion's theological fentiments,

were adopted either by Mr. C. or by the Editor, would be almoft as abfurd

as to fuppofe the inimitable Tranflator of Homer to have been a pagan.

He reverenced her piety, admired her genius, and judged that feveral of

her poems would be read with pleafure and edification by ferious and candid

perfons.
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THE NATIVITY.

POEME HEROIQLE. VOL. IV. § 4.

*Tis Folly all—let me no more be told

Of Parian porticos, and roofs of gold-,

Delightful views of Nature drefs'd by Art,

Enchant no longer this indifFrent heart

;

The Lord of all things, in his humble birth,

Makes mean the proud magnificence of Earth •,

The ftraw, the manger, and the mould'ring wall,

Eclipfe its luftre ; and I fcorn it all.

Canals, and fountains, and delicious vales,

Green flopes, and plains whofe plenty never fails ;

Deep rooted groves, whofe heads fublimely rife,

Earth-born, and yet ambitious of the fides ;

Th' abundant foliage of whofe gloomy fhades,

Vainly the fun in all its pow'r invades j

Where warbled airs of uprightly birds refoundj

Whofe verdure lives while winter fcowls around :

Rocks, lofty mountains, caverns dark and deep,

And torrents raving down the rugged fteep
;

Smooth downs, whofe fragrant herbs the fpirits

cheer

;

Meads crown'd with flow'rs ; flreams mufical and

clear,

Whofe filver waters, and whofe murmurs, join

Their artlefs charms, to make the fcene divine ;

The fruitful vineyard, and the furrow'd plain,

That feems a rolling fea of golden grain ;

All, all have loft the charms they once pofiefs'd ;

An infant God reigns fov'reign in my bread
;

From Bethl'hem's bofom I no more will rove

;

There dwells the Saviour, and there refts my

love.

Ye mightier rivers, that with founding force

Urge down the valleys your impetuous courfe !

Winds, clouds, and lightnings ! and ye wavesj

whole heads

Curl'd into monftrous forms, the feaman dreads !

Horrid abyfs, where all experience fails,

Spread with the wreck of planks and fhatter'd

fails j

On whofe broad back grim Death triumphant

rides,

While havock floats on all thy fwelling tides,

Thy fhores a fcene of ruin, ftrew'd around

With vefTels bulg'd, and bodies of the drown'd

!

Ye Filh, that fport beneath the boundlefs

waves,

And reft fecure from man, in rocky caves

;

Swift darting fharks, and whales of hideous fize,

Whom all th' aquatic world with terror eyes !

Had I but faith immoveable and true,

I might defy the fierceft ftorm, like you :
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The world, a more ditturb'd and boift'rous fea,

When Jefus fhews a fmile-, affrights not me;

He hides me, and in vain the billows roar,

Break harmlefs at my feet, and leave the fliore.

Thou azure vault, where, thro' the gloom of

night,

Thick fown, we fee fuch countlefs worlds of light

!

Thou Moon, whofe car encompafling the ikies,

Reftores loft nature to our wond'ring eyes

;

Again retiring, when the brighter Sun

Begins the courfe he feems in hafte to run !

Behold him where he Ihines ! His rapid rays,

Themfelves unmeafur'd, meafure all our days ;

Nothing impedes the race he would purfue,

Nothing efcapes his penetrating view,

A thoufand lands confefs his quick'ning heat,

And all he cheers, are fruitful, fair, and fweet.

Far from enjoying what thefe fcenes difclofe,

I feel the thorn, alas ! but mifs the rofe

:

Too well 1 know this aching heart requires

More lblid good to fill its vaft defires :

In vain they reprefent his matchlcfs might

Who call'd them out of deep primasval night j

Their form and beauty but augment my woe

:

1 feek the Giver of thofe charms they fhew :

Nor, Him befide, throughout the world he made,

Lives there, in whom 1 truft for cure or aid.

Infinite God, thou great unrivall'd One !

Whofe glory makes a blot of yonder fun ;

Compar'd with thine, how dim his beauty feems,

How quench'd the radiance of his golden beams

!

Thou art my blifs, the light by which I move ;

In thee alone dwells all that I can love

;

All darknefs flies when thou art pleas'd t' appear,

A fudden fpring renews the fading year j

Where'er I turn, I fee thy pow'r and grace

The watchful guardians of our heedlefs race ;

Thy various creatures in one ftrain agree,

All, in all times and places, fpeak of thee ;

Ev'n I, with trembling heart and Hammering

tongue,

Attempt thy praife, and join the gen'ral fong.

Almighty Former of this wondrous plan,

Faintly reflected in thine image, Man

—

Holy and juft—the Greatnefs of whofe name

Fills and fupports this univerfal frame,

Diffus'd throughout th' infinitude of fpace,

Who art thyfelf thine own vaft dwelling-place ;

Soul of our foul, whom yet no fenfe of ours

Difcerns, eluding our moft active pow'rsj

Encircling fhades attend thine awful throne,

Thar veil thy face, and keep thee ftill unknown ;

Unknown, though dwelling in our inmoft part,

Lord of the thoughts, and Sov'reign of the heart !

Repeat the charming truth that never tires,

No God is like the God my foul defires

;

He at whofe voice heav'n trembles, even He,

Great as he is, knows how to ftoop to me

—

Lo ! there he lies—that fmiling infant faid,

" Heav'n, Earth, and Sea, exiftl"—and they

obey'd.

Ev'n he whofe Being fwells beyond the Ikies,

Is born of woman, lives, and mourns, and dies;
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Eternal and Immortal, feems to caff

That glory from his brows, and breathes his lad.

Trivial and vain the works that man has wrought

How do they fhrink and vanifh at the thought

Sweet Solitude, and fcene of my repcfe !

This ruftic fight afiuages all my woes

—

That crib contains the Lord whom I adore;

And Earth's a fhade, that I purfue no more.

He is my firm fupport, my rock, my tow'r,

I dwell fecure beneath his fhelt'ring pow'r,

And hold this mean retreat for ever dear,

For all I love, my foul's delight is here.

I fee the Almighty fwath'd in infant bands,

Tied helplefs down, the Thunder-bearer's hands !

And in this fhed that myftery difcern,

Which Faith and Love, and they alone can learn.

Ye tempefts fpare the {lumbers of your Lord !

Ye Zephyrs, all your whifper'd fweets afford !

Confefs~ the God that guides the rolling year ;

Heav'n, do him homage , and thou Earth, re-

vere !

Ye Shepherds, Monarchs, Sages, hither bring

Your hearts an offering, and adore your King !

Pure be thofe hearts, and rich in Faith and Love ;

Join in his praife, th' harmonious world above

;

To Beth'lem hafte, rejoice in his repofe,

And praife him there for all that he beftows !

Man, bufy Man, alas ! can ill afford

T' obey the fummons, and attend the Lord •,

Perverted reafon revels and runs wild,

By glitt'ringfhews of pomp and wealth beguil'dj

And blind to genuine excellence and grace,

Finds not her Author in fo mean a place.

Ye unbelieving ! learn a wifer part,

Diftruft your erring fenfe, and fearch your heart;

There, foon ye (hall perceive a kindling flame

Glow for that infant God from whom it came
;

Refill not, quench not that divine defire,

Melt all your adamant in heavenly fire ?

Not fo will I requite thee, gentle Love !

Yielding and foft this heart fhall ever prove

;

And ev'ry heart, beneath thy power fhould fall,

Glad to lubmit, could mine contain them all.

But I am poor, oblation I have none.

None for a Saviour, but himfelf alone :

Whate'er I render thee, from thee it came ;

And if I give my body to the flame,

My patience, love, and energy divine

Of heart and foul and fpirit, all are thine.

Ah, vain attempt, t' expunge the mighty fcore !

The more I pay, I owe thee Hill the more.

Upon my meannefs, poverty, and guilt,

The trophy of thy glory fhall be built

;

My felf-difdain fhall be th' unfhaken bafe,

And my deformity, its faireft grace ;

For deftitute of Good and rich in 111,

Muft be my ftate and my defcription flill.

And do I grieve at fuch an humbling lot ?

Nay, but I cherifh and enjoy the thought-

Vain pageantry and pomp of Earth, adieu !

I have no wifh, no memory for you -,
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The more I feel my mis'ry, I adore

The facred Inmate of my foul the more
;

Rich in his Love, I feel my nobleft pride

Spring from the fenfe of having nought befide.

In Thee I find wealth, comfort, virtue, might

;

My wand'rings prove thy wifdom infinite ;

All that I have, I give thee ; and then fee

All contrarieties unite in thee ;

For thou haft join'd them, taking up our woe,

And pouring out thy blifs on worms below,

By filling with thy grace and love divine

A gulph of evil in this heart of mine.

This is indeed to bid the valleys rife,

And the hills fink
—

'tis matching Earth and Skies!

1 feel my weaknefs, thank thee, and deplore

An aching heart that throbs to thank thee more ;

The more I love thee, I the more reprove

A foul fo lifelcfs, and fo flow to love ,

Till, on a deluge of thy mercy tofs'd,

I plunge into that fea, and there am loft.

GOD NEITHER KNOWN NOR LOVED BY THE WORLD,

VOL. 2. CANTIQUE 11.

Ye Linnets, let us try beneath this grove,

Which fhall be loudeft in our Maker's praife !

In queft of fome forlorn retreat I rove,

For all the world is blind, and wanders from his

ways.

That God alone fhould prop the finking foul,

Fills them with rage againft his empire now

;

I traverfe Earth in vain from pole to pole,

To feek one fimple heart, fet free from all below.

They fpeak of Love, yet little feel its fway,

While in their bofoms many an idol lurks

;

Their bafe defires well fatisfied obey,

Leave the Creator's hand, and lean upon his works.

I 'Tis therefore I can dwell with man no more;

Your fellowfhip, ye warblers ! fdits me beft

:

Pure love has loft its price, though priz'd of yore,

Profan'd by modern tongues, and flighted as a

jeft.

My God, who form'd you for his praife alone,

Beholds his purpofe well fulfill'd in you j

Come, let us join the Choir before his throne,

Partaking in his praife with ipirits juft and true !

Yes, I will always love ; and, as I ought,

Tune to the praife of Love my ceafelefs voice;

Preferring Love too vaft for human thought,

In fpite ot erring men who cavil at my choice.
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Why have I not a thoufand thoufand hearts,

Lord )1 ny foul ! that they might all be thine ?

If thou apj rove—the zeal thy finile imparts,

How fhould it ever fail ! Can fuch a fire decline ?

Love, pure rnd holy, is a deathlefs fire;

Its object heav'nly, i. null ever blaze :

Eternal Love, a God muft needs infpire,

When once he wins the heart, and fits it for his

praife.

Self-love difmified
—

'tis then we live indeed

—

In her embrace, death, only death is found :

j
Come then, one noble effort, and fucceed,

Caft off the chain of Self with which thy foul is

bou.id !

Oh ! I would cry that all the world might hear

Ye felf tormentors, love your God alone ;

Let His unequall'd Excellence be dear,

Dear to your inmoft fouls, and make him all your

own !

They hear me not—alas ! how fond to rove

In endlefs chafe of Folly's fpecious lure !

'Tis here alone, beneath this fhady grove,

I tafte the fweets of Truth—here only am fecure.

THE SWALLOW.
VOL.2. CAXTIQUE 54.

I am fond of the fwallow—I learn from h r flight,

Had I /kill to improve it, a lefibn of Love

:

How frldom on Earth do we fee her alight

!

She dwells in the Ikies, fhe is ever above.

It is on the wing that fhe takes her repofe,

Sufpended and pois'd in the regions of air,

'Tis not in our fields that her fuftenance grows,

It is wing'd like herfelf, 'tis ethereal fare.

She comes in the Spring, all the fummer fhe flays,

And dreading the cold, ftili follows the fun

—

So, true to our Love, we fhould covet his rays,

And the place where he ihines not, immediately

fhun.

Our light fhould be love, and our nourifhment

pray'r;

It is dangerous food that we find upon Earth ;

The fruit of this world is befet with a fnare,

In itfelf it is hurtful, as vile in its birth.

'Tis rarely, if ever, fhe fettles below,

And only when building a neft for her young;

Were it not for her brood, fhe would never beftow

A thought upon any thing filthy as dung.

Let us leave it ourfelves ('tis a mortal abode)

To bafk ev'ry moment in infinite Love ;

Let us fly the dark winter, and follow the road

That leads to the day-fpring appearing above.
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THE TRIUMPH OF HEAVENLY LOVE DESIRED.

VOL 2. CANTiaUE 236.

Ah ! reign, wherever Man is found,

My Spoufe, beloved and divine !

Then I am rich, and I abound,

When ev'ry human heart is thine.

A thoufand forrows pierce my foul,

To think that all are not thine own

Ah ! be ador'd from pole to pole

;

Where is thy zeal ? arife ; be known !

All hearts are cold, in ev'ry place,

Yet earthly good with warmth purfue

;

DifTolve them with a flafh of grace,

Thaw thefe of ice, and give us new !

A FIGURATIVE DESCRIPTION OF THE PROCEDURE OF DIVINE LOVE

IN BRINGING A SOUL TO THE POINT OF SELF-KENUNCIATION AND ABSOLUTE

ACaUIESCENCE.

VOL. 2. CANTIGUE 110.

'Twas my purpofe, on a day,

To embark, and fail away j

As I climb'd the veffel's fide,

Love was fporting in the tide j

" Come," he faid,—" afcend—make hafte,

Launch into the boundlefs wafte."

Many mariners were there,

Having each his fep'rate care;

They that row'd us, held their eyes

Fixt upon the (tarry Ikies ,

Others ftecr'd, or turn'd the fails

To receive the fhifting gales.

Love, with pow'r divine fupplied,

Suddenly my courage tried ;

In a moment it was night,

Ship, and Ikies, were out of fight;

On the briny wave I lay ;

Floating rufhes all my flay.

Did I with refentment burn

At this unexpected turn ?
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Did I wifh myfelf on fhore,

Never to forfake it more ?

No—K my foul," I cried, « be ftill

;

If I muft be loft, I will."

Next, he haften'd to convey

Both my frail fupports away ;

Seiz'd my ruflies ; bade the waves

Yawn into a thoufand graves

:

Down I went, and funk as lead,

Ocean clofing o'er my head.

Still, however, life was fafe ;

And I faw him turn and laugh

:

" Friend," he cried, " adieu ! lie low,

While the wintry ftorms fhall blow;

When the fpring has calrrfd the main,

You fhall rife and float again."

Soon I faw him, with difmay,

Spread hib plumes, and foar away;

Now I mark his rapid flight

;

Now he leaves my aching fight;

He is gone whom I adore,

'Tis in vain to feek him more.

How I trembled then, and fear'd

Wh : mv love had difappear'd !

tc Wilt thou leave me thus," I cried,

" W nelm'd beneath the rolling tide
?''

Vain attempt to reach his ear

!

Love was gone, and would not hear.

Ah ! return, and love me ftill ;

See me fubject to thy will

;

Frown with wrath, or f rile with grace,

Only let me fee thy face !

Evil I have none to fear,

All is good if thou art near.

Yet he leaves me—cruel fate T

Leaves me in my loft eftate

—

Have I finn'd ? Oh fay wherein ;

Tell me, and forgive my fin !

King, and Lord, whom I adore,

Shall I fee thy face no more ?

Be not angry; I refign,

Henceforth, all my will to thine

;

I confent that thou depart,

Though thine abfence breaks my heart;

Go then, and for ever too

;

All is right that thou wilt do.

This was juft what Love intended,

He was now no more offended

;

Soon as I became a child,

Love return'd to me and fmil'd

:

Never ftrife fhall more betide

'Twixt the Bridegroom and his Bride.
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A CHILD OF GOD LONGING TO SEE HIM BELOVED.

VOL.2. CAMTIQUE 114.

There's not an Echo round me,

But I am glad Ihould learn

How pure a fire has found me,

The love with which I burn.

For none attends with pleafure

To what I would reveal

;

They flight me out of meafure,

And laugh at all I feel.

The rocks receive lefs proudly

The ftory of my flame j

When I approach, they loudly

Reverberate his name.

I fpeak to them of fadnefs,

And comforts at a ftand ;

They bid me look for gladnefs,

And better days at hand.

Far from all habitation,

I heard a happy found ;

Big with the confolation

That I have often found ;

I faid, " my lot is forrow,

My grief has no alloy
;"

The rocks replied—" to-morrow,

To-morrow brings thee joy."

Thefe fweet and fecret tidings,

What blifs it is to hear

!

For, fpite of all my chidings,

My weaknefs and my fear,

No fooner I receive them,

Than I forget my pain,

And happy to believe them,

I love as much again.

I fly to fcenes romantic,

Where never men refort

;

For in an age fo frantic,

Impiety is fport.

For riot and confufion,

They barter things above

;

Condemning, as delufion,

The joy of perfect Love.

In this fequefter'd corner

None hears what I exprefs

;

Deliver'd from the fcorner,

What peace do I pofTefs !

Beneath the boughs reclining,

Or roving o'er the Wild,

I live, as undefigning,

And harmlefs as a child.
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No troubles here furprife me,

I innocently play,

While providence iupplies me,

And guards me all the day

:

My dear and kind defender

Preferves me fafely here,

From men of pomp and fplendor,

Who fill a child with fear.

6*7

ASPIRATIONS OF THE SOUL AFTER GOD.

VOL.2. CANTIQUE 95.

My Spoufe ! in whofe prefence I live,

Sole object of all my defires,

Who know'ft what a flame I conceive,

And canft eafily double its fires

;

How pleafant is all that I meet

!

From fear of adverfity free,

I find even forrow made fweet

;

Becaufe 'tis affign'd me by Thee.

Tranfported I fee thee difplay

Thy riches and glory divine ;

I have only my life to repay.

Take what I would gladly refign.

Thy will is the treafure I feek,

For thou art as faithful as ftrong;

There let me obedient and meek,

Repofe myfelf all the day long.

My fpirit and faculties fail

;

Oh finifh what love has begun !

Deftroy what is finful and frail,

And dwell in the foul thou haft won

!

Dear theme of my wonder and praife,

I cry, who is worthy as Thou

!

I can only be filent and gaze

;

'Tis all that is left to me now.

Oh glory in which I am loft,

Too deep for the plummet of thought

!

On an ocean of deity tofs'd,

I am fwallow'd, I fink into nought.

Yet loft and abforb'd as I feem,

I chaunt to the praife of my King j

And though overwhelm'd by the theme,

Am happy whenever I fing.
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GRATITUDE AND LOVE TO GOD.

VOL. 11. CANTIQUE 96.

All are indebted much to thee,

But I far more than all,

From many a deadly fnare fet free,

And rais'd from many a fall.

Overwhelm me, from above,

Daily, with thy boundlefs Love.

What bonds of gratitude I feel,

No language can declare
;

Beneath th' oppreffive weight I reel,

'Tis more than I can bear

:

When mall I that blefilng prove,

To return thee Love for Love ?

Spirit of Charity, difpenfe

Thy grace to ev'ry heart

;

Expel all other Spirits thence,

Drive felf from every part -,

Charity divine, draw nigh,

Break the chains in which we lie !

All felfifli fouls, whate'er they feign,

Have ftill a flavilh lot

;

They boaft of liberty in vain,

Of love, and feel it not.

He whofe bofom glows with Thee,

He, and he alone is free.

Oh bleffednefs, all blifs above,

When thy pure fires prevail

!

Love only teaches what is Love

;

All other leflbns fail

:

We learn its name, but not its pow'rs,

Experience only makes it ours.

HAPPY SOLITUDE—UNHAPPY MEN.

VOL. 11.

My heart is eafy, and my burthen light

;

I fmile, though fad, when thou art in my fight

The more my woes in fecret I deplore,

I tafte thy goodnefs, and I love, the more,

CANTIQUE Sg.

There, while a folemn ftillnefs reigns around,

Faith, Love, and Hope, within my foul abound j

And while the world fuppofe me loft in care.

The joys of angels, unperceiv'd, I ihare.
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Thy creatures wrong thee, O thou fov'reign Good

!

Thou art not lov'd, becaufe not underftood j

This grieves me moft, that vain purfuits beguile

Ungrateful men, regardlefs of thy fmile.

Frail beauty, and falfe honor, are ador'd

;

While Thee they fcorn, and trifle with thy word;

Pafs, unconcern'd, a Saviour's forrows by ;

And hunt their ruin with a zeal to die.

LIVING WATER.

VOL. 4. CANTIQUE 81.

The fountain in its fource,

No drought of fummer fears;

The farther it purfues its courfe,

The nobler it appears.

But fhallow cifterns yield

A foamy, fhort fupply ;

The morning fees thern amply fill'd,

At ev'ning they are dry.

TRUTH AND DIVINE LOVE REJECTED BY THE WORLD.

VOL. 11. CANTIQUE 22.

O love of pure and heav'nly birth

!

O fimple Truth, fcarce known on earth

!

Whom men refift with flubborn will;

And more perverfe and daring ftill,

Smother and quench, with reas'nings vain,

While error and deception reign.

Whence comes it, that, your pow'r the fame

As His is on high, from whence you came,

Ye rarely find a lift'ning ear,

Or heart that makes you welcome here ?

—Becaufe ye bring reproach and pain

Where'er ye vifit, in your train.

The world is proud and cannot bear

The fcorn and calumny ye fhare j

The praife of men the mark they mean,

They fly the place where ye are feen;

Pure Love, with fcandal in the rear,

Suits not the vainj it cofts too dear.

Then, let the price be what it may,

Though poor, I am prepar'd to pay;

Come fhame, come forrow ; lpite of tears,

Weaknefs, and heart-opprefllng fears

;

One foul, at lead, Ihall not repine,

To give you room ; come, reign in mine !
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DIVINE JUSTICE AMIABLE.

VOL. 11. CANTiaUE 11Q.

Thou haft no lightnings, O thou juft !

Or I their force fhould know ;

And if thou ftrike me into duft,

My foul approves the blow.

The heart, that values lefs its eafe,

Than it adores thy ways;

In thine avenging anger, fees

A fubjecl: of its praife.

Pleas'd, I could lie conceal'd and loft

In ftiades of central night;

Not to avoid thy wrath, thou know'ft,

But left I grieve thy fight.

Smite me, O thou whom I provoke

!

And I will love thee ftill:

The well-deferv'd, and righteous ftroke,

Shall pleafe me, though it kill.

Am I npt worthy, to fuftain

The worft thou canft devife:

And dare I feek thy throne again,

And meet thy facred eyes ?

Far from affii&ing, thou art kind;

And in my faddeft hours,

An un&ion of thy grace I find,

Pervading all my pow'rs.

Alas
! thou fpar'ft me yet again

;

And when thy wrath fhould move,

Too gentle to endure my pain,

Thou footh'ft me with thy Love.

I have no punilhment to fear;

But ah ! that fmile from thee,

Imparts a pang far more fevere

Than woe itfelf would be.
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THE SOUL THAT LOVES GOD FINDS HIM EVERY WHERE.

VOL. 11. CANTIQ-UE 10S.

Oh thou by long experience tried,

Near whom no grief can long abide j

My Love ! how full of fweet content

I pafs my years of banifhment

!

All fcenes alike engaging prove,

To fouls imprefs'd with facred love!

Where'er they dwell, they dwell in thee;

In heav'n, in earth, or on the fea.

To me remains nor place nor time;

My country is in ev'ry clime;

I can be calm and free from care

On any more, fince God is there.

While place we feek, or place we fhun,

The foul finds happinefs in none;

But with a God to guide our way,

'Tis equal joy to go or ftay.

Could I be caft where thou art not,

That were indeed a dreadful lot

;

But regions none remote I call,

Secure of finding God in all.

My country, Lord, art thou alone ,

Nor other can I claim or own ;

The point where all my wifh.es meet

;

My Law, my Love ; life's only fweet

!

I hold by nothing here below

;

Appoint my journey, and I go

;

Though pierc'd by fcorn, oppreft by pride,

I feel thee good—feel nought befide.

No frowns of men can hurtful prove

To fouls on fire with heav'nly Love

;

Though men and devils both condemn,

No gloomy days arife from them.

Ah then ! to his embrace repair;

My foul thou art no ftranger there

;

There Love divine fhall be thy guard,

And peace and fafety thy reward.
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THE TESTIMONY OF DIVINE ADOPTION.

VOL.11. CANTiaUE 78.

How happy are the new-born race,

Partakers of adopting grace

;

How pure the blifs they lhare !

Hid from the world and all its eyes,

Within their heart the blefiing lies,

And confcience feels it there.

The moment we believe, 'tis ours j

And if we love with all our pow'rs

The God from whom it came j

And if we ferve with hearts fincere,

'Tis ftill difcernible and clear,

An undifputed claim.

But ah 1 if foul and wilful fin

Stain and dishonour us within,

Farewell the joy we knew j

Again the (laves of Nature's fway,

In lab'rinths of our own we ftray,

Without a guide or clue.

The chafte and pure, who fear to grieve

The gracious fpirit we receive,

His work diftin&ly trace ;

And ftrong in undifiembling love,

Boldly afiert and clearly prove,

Their hearts his dwelling place.

Oh mefienger of dear delight,

Whofe voice difpels the deepeft night,

Sweet peace-proclaiming Dove

!

With thee at hand to footh our pains,

No wifh unfatisfied remains,

No tafk, but that of Love.

'Tis Love unites what Sin divides ;

The centre where all blifs refides,

To which the foul once brought,

Reclining on the firft great Caufe,

From his abounding fweetnefs draws

Peace paffing human thought.

Sorrow foregoes its nature there,

And life affumes a tranquil air,

Divefted of its woes ;

There, fov'reign goodnefs fooths the breaft,

Till then, incapable of reft,

In facred fure repofe.
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DIVINE LOVE ENDURES NO RIVAL.

VOL. 2. CANTIQUE 155.

Love is the Lord whom I obey,

Whofe will transported 1 perform,

The centre of my reft, my ftay,

Love's all in all to me, myfelf a worm.

For uncreated charms 1 burn,

Opprefs'd by flavifh fear no more

;

For one, in whom I may difcern,

Ev'n when he frowns, a fweetnefs I adore.

He little loves Him, who complains,

And finds him rig'rous and fevere j

His heart is fordid, and he feigns,

Though loud in boafting of a foul fincere.

Love caufes grief, but 'tis to move

And ftimulate the flumb'ring mind j

And he has never tafted Love,

Who fnuns a pang fo gracioufly defign'd.

Sweet is the crofs, above all fweets,

To fouls enamour'd with thy fmiles

;

The keeneft woe life ever meets,

Love ftrips of all its terrors, and beguiles.

Tis juft, that God mould not be dear,

Where felf engroffes all the thought,

And groans and murmurs make it clear,

Whatever elfe is lov'd, the Lord is not.

The love of Thee flows juft as much

As that of ebbing felf fubfidesj

Our hearts, their fcantinefs is fuch,

Bear not the conflict of two rival tides.

Both cannot govern in one foul

;

Then let felf-love be difpoffefs'd

;

The Love of God deferves the whole,

And will not dwell with fo defpis'd a gueft.
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SELF-DIFFIDENCE.

VOL. 2. CANTIQUE 125.

Source oflove, and light of day,

Tear me from myfelf away

;

Ev'ry view and thought of mine,

Caft into the mould of thine;

Teach, oh teach this faithlefs heart

A confiftent, conftant part •,

Or, if it muft live to grow

More rebellious, break it now

!

Is it thus, that I requite

Grace and goodnefs infinite ?

Ev'ry trace of ev'ry boon,

Cancell'd, and eras'd, fo foon!

Can I grieve thee, whom I lovej

Thee, in whom I live and move?

If my forrow touch thee ftill,

Save me from fo great an ill.

Oh ! th* oppreflive, irkfome weight,

Felt in an uncertain ftate

;

Comfort, peace, and reft, adieu !

Should I prove at laft untrue !

Still I chufe thee, follow ftill

Ev'ry notice of thy will

;

But unliable, ftrangely weak,

Still let flip the good I feek.

Self-confiding wretch, I thought,

I could ferve thee as I ought,

Win thee, and deferve to (eel

All the Love thou canft reveal

!

Trufting felf, a bruifed reed,

Is to be deceiv'd indeed :

Save me from this harm and lofs,

Left my gold turn all to drofs

!

Self is earthly—Faith alone

Makes an unfeen world our own ;

Faith relinquifh'd, how we roam,

Feel our way, and leave our home !

Spurious gems our hopes entice,

While we fcorn the pearl of price;

And preferring fervants' pay,

Caft the children's bread awav.
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THE AQUIESCENCE OF PURE LOVE,

VOL. 2. CANTIQUE 135.

Love ! if thy deftin'd facrifice am I

;

Come, flay thy vi£Hm, and prepare thy fires;

Plung'd in thy depths of mercy, let me die

The death, which ev'ry foul that lives, defires

!

I watch my hours, and fee them fleet away

:

The time is long, that I have languifh'd here;

Yet all my thoughts thy purpofes obey,

With no reluctance, cheerful and fincere.

To me 'tis equal, whether Love ordain

My life or death, appoint me pain or eafe;

My foul perceives no real ill in pain j

In eafe, or health, no real Good fhe fees*

One Good flie covets, and that Good alone 3

To choofe thy will, from felfifli bias free

;

And to prefer a cottage to a throne,

And grief to comfort, if it pleafes Thee.

That we fhould bear the crofs, is thy command,

Die to the world, and live to felf no more;

Suffer unmov'd beneath the rudeft hand,

As pleas'd when fhipwreck'd, as when fafe on fhore.

REPOSE IN GOD.

VOL. £. CANTIQUE 17.

Blest ! who far from all mankind,

This world's fliadows left behind,

Hears from heav'n a gentle drain

Whifp'ring Love, and loves again.

Bleft ! who free from feff-efteem.,

Dives into the Great Supreme,

All defire befide difcards,

Joys inferior none regards.
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Bleft ! who in thy boibm feeks

Reft that nothing earthly breaks,

Dead to felf and worldly things,

Loft in thee, thou King of kings

!

Ye that know my fecret fire,

Softly fpeak and foon retire j

Favor my divine repofe,

Spare the deep a God beftows.

GLORY TO GOD ALONE.

VOL. 2. CANTIQUE 15.

Oh lov'd ! but not enough—though dearer far

Than felf and its moft lov'd enjoyments are

;

None duly loves thee, but who, nobly free

From fenfual cbje&s, finds his all in thee.

Glory of God ! thou ftranger here below,

Whom man nor knows, nor feels a wifh to know;

Our Faith and reafon are both fhock'd to find

Man in the poll: of honour—Thee behind.

Reafon exclaims—" Let ev'ry creature fall,

" Afham'd, abas'd, before the Lord of all j"

And Faith, o'erwhelm'd with fuch a dazzlin^

blaze,

Feebly defcribes the beauty me furveys.

Yet man, dim-fighted man, and rafh as blind,

Leaf to the dictates of his better mind,

In frantic competition dares the ikies,

And claims precedence of the only wife.

Oh loft in vanity till once felf-known !

Nothing is great, or good, but God alone,

When thou (halt ftand before his awful face,

Then at the laft, thy pride fhall know his place.

Glorious, Almighty, Firft, and without end

!

When wilt thou melt the mountains, and defcend ?

When wilt thou {hoot abroad thy conqu'nng rays,

And teach thefe atoms, thou haft made, thy

praife ?

Thy glory is the fweeteft heav'n I feel ;

And if I feek it with too fierce a zeal,

Thy Love triumphant o'er a felfifh will,

Taught me the paffion, and infpires it ftill.

My reafon, all my faculties unite,

To make thy Glory their fupreme delight

;

Forbid it, Fountain of my brighteft days,

That I mould rob thee, and ufurp thy praife !
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My foul ! reft happy in thy low eftate,

Nor hope, nor wilh, to be efteem'd or great

;

To take th' impreffion of a will divine,

Be that thy glory, and thofe riches thine.

Confefs Him righteous in hisjuft decrees,

Love what he loves, and let his pleafure pleafe

;

Die daily ; from the touch of fin recede;

Then thou haftcrown'd him, and he reigns indeed.

SELF-LOVE AND TRUTH INCOMPATiBLE.

VOL.2. CASTIQUE 21.

From thorny wilds, a monfter came

That fill'd my foul with fear and fhame

;

The birds, forgetful of their mirth,

Droop'd at the fight, and fell to earth

;

When thus a fage addrefs'd mine year,

Himfelf unconfcious of a fear.

" Whence all this terror and furprife,

w Diftracted looks, and ftreaming eyes ?

c
' Far from the world and its affairs,

" The joy it boafts, the pain it fhares,

" Surrender, without guile or art,

" To God, an undivided heart;

'* The favage form, fo fear'd before,

" Shall fcare your trembling foul no more;

" For loathfome as the fight may be,

«H
Tis but the Lcve-of- self'you fee.

" Fix all your love on God alone,

" Chufe but His will, and hate your own;

" No fear^fhall in your path be found,

" The dreary wafte fhall bloom around,

" And you, through all your happy days
tf Shall blefs his name, and fing his praife."

Oh lovely folitude, how fweet,

The filence of this calm retreat

!

Here Truth, the fair whom I purfue,

Gives all her beauty to my view ;

The fimple, unadorn'd difplay,

Charms every pain and fear away.

O Truth, whom millions proudly flight,

O Truth, my treafure and delight,

Accept this tribute to thy name,

And this poor heart, from which it came !
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THE LOVE OF GOD, THE END OF LIFE.

VOL. 1. CA.NTI&UE l6o.

Since life in forrow muft be fpent,

So be it—I am well content,

And meekly wait my laft remove,

Seeking only growth in Love.

No blifs I feek, but to fulfil ,

In life, in death, thy lovely will;

No fuccours in my woes I want,

Save what thou art pleas'd to grant.

Our 'days are number'd, let us fpare

Our anxious hearts a needlefs care

:

'Tis thine, to number out our daysj

Ours, to give them to thy praife.

Love is our only bus'nefs here,

Love, fimple, conftant, and fincere

;

O blefted days, thy fervants fee !

Spent, O Lord ! in pleafing Thee.

LOVE FAITHFUL IN THE ABSENCE OF THE BELOVED.

VOL. 4. CANTIQUE 4Q.

In vain ye woo me to your harmlefs joys,

Ye pleafant bow'rs, remote from ftrife and noife;

Your fhades, the witnefles of many a vow,

Breath'd forth in happier days, are irkfome now

;

Denied that fmile, 'twas once my heav'n to fee,

Such fcenes, fuch pleafures, are all pad with me.

In vain he leaves me, I fhall love him (till

;

And though I mourn, not murmur at his will

;

I have no caufe—an object all divine

Might well grow weary of a foul like mine

;

Yet pity me, great God ! forlorn, alone,

Heartlefs and hopelefs, Life and Love all gone.
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LOVE PURE AND FERVENT.

VOL. 4. CANTIOUE 31.

Jealous, and with Love o'erflowing,

God demands a fervent heart

;

Grace and bounty (till bellowing,

Calls us to a grateful part.

Oh, then, with fupreme affection,

His paternal Will regard!

If it coft us fome dejection,

Ev'ry figh has its reward.

Perfect Love has powV to lbftcn

Cares that might our peace deftroy,

Nay, does more—transforms them often,

Changing forrow into joy.

Sov 'reign Love appoints the meafure,

And the number of our pains j

And is pleas'd when we find pleafure

In the trials he ordains.

THE ENTIRE SURRENDER.

VOL 4. CANTiaCE 77.

Peace has unveil'd her fmiling face,

And woos thy foul to her embrace j

Enjoy'd with eafe, if thou refrain

From earthly love, elfe fought in vain ;

She dwells with all who Truth prefer,

But feeks not them who feek not her.

Yield to the Lord, with fimple heart,

Ail that thou haft, and all thou art

;

Renounce all ftrength, but ftrength divine

;

And peace mail be for ever thine :

Behold the path which I have trod,

My path, 'till I go home to God.
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THE PERFECT SACRIFICE.

VOL. 4. CANTIQUE 74.

I place an off'ring at thy fhrine,

From taint and blemifh clear,

Simple and pure in its defign,

Of all that I hold dear.

I yield thee back thy gifts again,

Thy gifts which mod I prize;

Defirous only to retain

The notice of thine eyes.

But if, by thine ador'd decree.

That blefiing be deny'd
;

Refign'd, and unreluftant, fee

My ev'ry wilh fubfide.

Thy will in all things I approve,

Exalted or caft down !

Thy will in ev'ry ftate, I love.

And even in thy frown.

GOD HIDES HIS PEOPLE.

VOL.4. CANTIQUE 42.

To lay the foul that loves him low,

Becomes the Only-wife j

To hide beneath a veil of woe

The children of the fkies.

Man, tho' a worm, would yet be great

;

Though feeble, would feem ftrong ;

Afiumes an independent ftate,

By facrilege and wrong.

Strange the reverfe, which, once abas'd.

The haughty creature proves

!

He feels his foul a barren wafte,

Nor dares affirm, he loves.

Scorn'd by the thoughtlefs and the vain,

To God he prefies near

;

Superior to the world's difdain,

And happy in its fneer.
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Oh welcome, in his heart he fays,

Humility and fhame

!

Farewell the wifh for human praife,

The mufic of a name !

But will not fcandal mar the good

That I might elfe perform ?

And can God work it, if he would,

By fo delpis'd a worm ?

Ah, vainly anxious !—leave the Lord

To rule thee, and difpofe;

Sweet is the mandate of his word,

And gracious all he does.

He draws from human littlenefs

His grandeur and renown

;

And gen'rous hearts with joy confefs

The triumph all his own.

Down then with felf-exalting thoughts,

Thy faith and hope employ

To welcome all that he allots,

And fufFer lhame with joy.

No longer, then, thou wilt encroach

On his eternal right

;

And he fhall fmile at thy approach,

And make thee his delight.

THE SECRETS OF DIVINE LOVE ARE TO BE KEPT.

VOL.3. CANTIQUE 48.

Sun ! ftay thy courfe, this moment ftay-

Sufpend th' o'erflowing tide of day,

Divulge not fuch a Love as mine,

Ah ! hide the myftery divine,

Left man, who deems my glory fhame,

Should learn the fecret of my flame.

Oh night ! propitious to my views,

Thy fable awning wide diffufe

;

Conceal alike my joy and pain,

Nor draw thy curtain back again,

Though morning, by the tears fhe fhews,

Seems to participate my woes.

Ye ftars ! whofe faint and feeble fires

Exprefs my languifhing dcfires,

Whofe fiender beams pervade the fkies

As filent as my fecret fighs,

Thofe emanations of a foul,

That darts her fires beyond the Pole ;

Your rays, that fcarce aflift the fight,

That pierce, but not difplace the night,

4 n
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That fhine indeed, but nothing fhow

Of all thofe various fcenes below,

Bring no difturbance, rather prove

Incentives to a faered Love.

Thou Moon ! vvhofe never-failing courfe

Befpeaks a providential force,

Go, tell the tidings of my flame

To him who calls the ftars by name;

Whofe abfence kills, whofe prefence cheers

;

Who blots, or brightens, all my years.

While in the blue abyfs of fpace,

Thine orb performs its rapid race;

Still whifper in his lift'ning ears

The language of my fighs and tears;

Tell him, I feek him, far below,

Loft in a wildernefs of woe.

Ye thought-compofing, filent hours

DifFufing peace o'er all my pow'rs

;

Friends of the penfive ! who conceal,

In darker! (hades, the flames I feel j

To you I truth and fafely may,

The Love that waftes my ftrength away.

In fylvan fcenes, and caverns rude,

I tafte the fweets of folitude;

Ketir'd indeed, but not alone,

I fhare them with a Spoufe unknown,

Who hides me here, from envious eyes,

From all intrufion and furprife.

Imbow'ring (hades, and dens profound f

Where echo rolls the voice around

:

Mountains ! whofe elevated heads,

A moift, and mifty veil o'erfpreads

;

Difclofe a folitary Bride

To him I love—to none befide,

Ye rills ! that murm'ring all the way,

Among the polifh'd pebbles ftray;

Creep filently along the ground,

Left, drawn by that harmonious found,

Some wand'rer, whom I would not meet,

Should (humble on my lov'd retreat.

Enamell'd meads, and hillocks green,

And dreams, that water all the fcene !

Ye torrents, loud in diftant ears

!

Ye fountains, that receive my tears !

Ah ! ftill conceal, with caution due,

A charge, I truft with none but you.

If when my pain and grief increafe,

I feem t' enjoy the fweeteft peace,

It is becaufe I find fo fair

The charming object of my care,

That I can fport, and pleafure, make

Of torment, fuffer'd for his fake.

Ye meads and groves, unconfeious things !

Ye know not whence my pleafure fprings,

Ye know not, and ye cannot know,

The fource from which my forrows flow 5
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—

He knows, and underflands them well.
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Ye deferts ! where the wild beads rove,

Scenes facred to my hours of love ;

Ye forefts ! in whofe fhades I ftray,

Benighted under burning day ;

Ah ! whifper not how bleft am I,

Nor while I live, nor when I die.

Ye lambs ! who fpoit beneath thefc fliades,

And bound along the mofly glades,

Be taught a falutary fear,

And ceafe to bleat when I am near

:

The wolf may hear your harmlefs cry,

Whom ye fhould dread, as much as I.

How calm, amid thefe fcenes, my mind !

How perfect is the peace I find

!

Oh hufh, be ftill my ev'ry part,

My tongue, my pulfe, my beating heart

!

That Love, afpiring to its caufe,

May fufFer not a moment's paufe.

Ye fwift-finn'd nations, that abide

In feas, as fathomlefs as wide

;

And unfufpicious of a fnare,

Purfue at large your pleafures there

:

Poor fportive fools! how foon does man

Your heedlefs ignorance trepan !

Away ! dive deep into the brine,

Where never yet funk plummet line ;

Truft me, the vaft Leviathan

Is merciful, compar'd with man;

Avoid his arts, forfake the beach,

And never play withing his reach.

My foul her bondage ill endures
;

I pant for liberty like yours
;

I long for that immenfe Profound,

That knows no bottom, and no bound;

Loft in infinity to prove

Th' Incomprehenfible of Love.

Ye birds ! that lefien as ye fly,

And vanifh in the diftant fky
;

To whom yon airy wafte belongs,

Refounding with your cheerful fongs;

Hafte to efcape from human fight

;

Fear lefs, the vulture, and the kite.

How bleft, and how fecure am I,

When quitting earth, I foar on high

;

When loft, like you I difappear,

And float in a fublimer fphere

!

Whence falling, within human view,

I am enfnar'd, and caught like you.

Omnifcient God, whofe notice deigns

To try the heart and fearch the reins;

Companionate the num'rous woes,

I dare not, ev'n to thee, difclofe

;

4 n 2
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Oh lave me from the cruel hands

Of men, who fear not thy commands !

Love, all-fubduing and divine,

Care for a creature truly thine ;

Reign in a heart, difpos'd to own

No fov'reign, but thyfelf alone ;

Cherifh a Bride, who cannot rove,

Nor quit thee for a meaner Love !

THE VICISSITUDES EXPERIENCED IN THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

VOL. 3. CANTIQUE 69.

I suffer fruitlefs anguifh day by day,

Each moment, as it pants, marks my pain

;

Scarce knowing whither, doubtfully I ftray,

And fee no end of all that I fuftain.

The more I ftrive, the more I am withftood;

Anxiety increafing ev'ry hour,

My fpirit finds no reft, performs no good,

And nought remains of all my former pow'r.

My peace of heart is fled, I know not where ;

My happy hours, like lhadows, pafs'd away

;

Their fweet remembrance doubles all my care,

Night darker feems, fucceeding fuch a day.

Dear faded joys, and impotent regret,

What profit is there in incefiant tears ?

Oh Thou, whom, once beheld, we ne'er forget,

Reveal thy Love, and baniih all my fears

!

Alas
!
he flies me—treats me as his foe,

Views not my forrows, hears not when I plead;

Woe fuch as mine, defpis'd, neglected woe,

Unlefs it fhortens life is vain indeed.

Pierc'd with a thoufand wounds, I yet furvive

;

My pangs are keen, but no complaint tianfpires

;

And while in terrors of thy wrath I live,

Hell feems to lofe its lefs tremendous fires.

Has Hell a pain I would not gladly bear,

So thy fevere difpleafure might fubfide ?

Hopelefs of eafe, I feem already There,

My life extinguiih'd, and yet death denied.

Is this the joy fo promis'd—this the love,

Th' unchanging love, fo fworn in better days !

Ah ! dang'rous glories ! fhewn me, but to prove

How lovely thou, and I how rafh to gaze.
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Why did I fee them ? had I ftill remain'd

Untaught, ftill ignorant how fair thou art.

My humbler withes I had foon obtain'd,

Nor known the torments of a doubting heart.

Depriv'd of all, yet feeling no defires,

Whence then I cry, the pangs that I fuftain ?

Dubious and uninform'd, my foul inquires,

Ought the to cherifh, or fhake off her pain.

Suffring I fuffer not—fincerely love,

Yet feel no touch of that enliv'ning flame;

As chance inclines me, unconcern'd I move,

All times, and all events, to me the fame.

I fearch my heart, and not a wifh is there,

But burns with zeal that hated felf may fall;

Such is the fad difquietude I lhare,

A fea. of doubts, and felf the fource of all.

I afk not life, nor do I wifh to die ;

And if thine hand accomplifh not my cure,

I would not purchafe, with a fingle figh,

A free difcharge from all that I endure.

I groan in chains, yet want not a releafe

;

Am fick, and know not the diftemper'd part

;

Am juft as void of purpofe, as of peace

;

Have neither plan, nor fear, nor hope, nor heart.

My claim to life, though fought with earneft care,

No light within me, or without me, fhows;

Once I had faith ; but now, in felf-defpair

Find my chief cordial, and my beft repofe.

My foul is a forgotten thing, fhe finks,

Sinks and is loft, without a wifh to rife;

Feels an indiffrence fhe abhors, and thinks

Her name eras'd for ever from the ikies.

Language affords not my diftrefs a name,

Yet is it real, and no fickly dream

;

'Tis Love infliclrs it; though to feel that flame,

Is all I know of happinefs fupreme.

When Love departs, a Chaos wide and vaft

And dark as Hell, is open'd in the foul;

When Love returns, the gloomy fcene is paft,

No tempefts ihake her, and no fears controul.

Then tell me, why thefe ages of delay ?

Oh Love, all-excellent, once more appear

;

Difperfe the fhades, and fnatch me into day,

From this abyfs of night, thefe floods of fear!

No—Love is angry, will not now endure

A figh of mine, or fuffer a complaint

;

He fmites me,wounds me, and withholds the cure;

Exhaufts my pow'rs, and leaves me fick and faint.
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He wounds, and hides the hand that gave the blow;

He flics, he re-appears, and wounds again

—

Was ever heart that lov'd thee, treated ib?

Yet I adore thee, though it feem in vain.

And wilt thou leave me, whom, when loft and

blind,

Thou didft diftinguifh and vouchfafe to chufe,

Before thy laws were written in my mind,

While yet the world had all my thoughts and

views ?

Now leave me ? when enamour'd of thy laws,

I make thy glory my fupreme delight

;

Now blot me from thy regifter, and caufe

A faithful foul to perifh from thy fight ?

What can have caus'd the change which I deplore!

Is it to prove me, if my heart be true ?

Permit me then, while proftrate I adore,

To draw, and place its picture in thy view.

'Tis thine without referve, mod fimply thine

;

So giv'n to thee, that it is not my own;

A willing captive of thy grace divine;

And loves, and feeks thee, for thyfelf alone.

Pain cannot move it, danger cannot fcare j

Pleafure and wealth in its efteem are duft;

It loves thee, ev'n when lead inclin'd to fpare

Its tend'reft feelings, and avows thee juft.

'Tis all thine own ; my fpirit is fo too,

An undivided ofPring at thy fhrine ;

It feeks thy glory with no double view,

Thy glory, with no fecret bent to mine.

Love, holy Love ! and art thou not fevere,

To flight me, thus devoted, and thus fixt ?

Mine is an everlafting ardor, clear

From all felf-bias, gen'rous and unmixt.

But I am filent, feeing what I fee

—

And fear, with caufe, that I am felf-deceiv'd

;

Not ev'n my faith is from fufpicion free,"

And, that I love, feems not to be believ'd.

Live thou, and reign, for ever, glorious Lord

!

My laft, leaft ofF'ring, I prefent thee now

—

Renounce me, leave me, and be ftill ador'd !

Slay me, my God, and I applaud the blow.
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WATCHING UNTO GOD IN THE NIGHT SEASON.

VOL. 3. CANTIQUE 7\.

Sleep at laft has fled thefe eyes,

Nor do I regret his flight,

More alert my fpirits rife,

And my heart is free and light.

Nature filent all around,

Not a Angle witnefs near j

God as foon as fought is found ;

And the flame of love burns clear.

Interruption, all day long,

Checks the current of my joys

,

Creatures prefs me with a throng,

And perplex me with their noife.

Undifturb'd I mufe all night,

On the firft Eternal Fair

;

Nothing there obftrutts delight,

Love is renovated there.

Life, with its perpetual ftir,

Proves a foe to Love and me

;

Frefli entanglements occur

—

Comes the night, and fets me free.

Never more, fweet fleep, fufpend

My enjoyments always new;

Leave me to poflefs my Friend j

Other eyes and hearts fubdue,

Hufh the world, that I may wake

To the tafte of pure delights

;

Oh the pleafures I partake

—

God, the partner of my nights !

David, for the felf-fame caufe,

Night prefer'd to bufy day :

Hearts, whom heavenly beauty draws,

Wifli the glaring fun away.

Sleep, Self-lovers, is for you

—

Souls that love celejlial know,

Fairer fcenes, by night can view,

Than the fun could ever fhew.
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ON THE SAME.

VOL. 3. CANTIQUE 71.

Season of my pureft pleafure,

Sealer of obferving eyes

!

When, in larger, freer meafure,

I can commune with the ikies

;

While, beneath thy made extended,

Weary man forgets his woes ;

I, my daily trouble ended,

Find, in watching, my Repofe.

Silence all around prevailing,

Nature hufh'd in (lumber fweet,

No rude noife mine ears affailing,

Now my God and I can meet:

Univerfal nature (lumbers,

And my foul partakes the calm,

Breathes her ardor out in numbers,

Plaintive fong, or lofty pfalm.

Now my paffion, pure and holy,

Shines and burns without reftraintj

Which the day's fatigue, and folly,

Caufe to languifh, dim and faint

:

Charming hours of relaxation !

How I dread th' afcending fun!

Surely, idle converfation

Is an evil, match'd by none.

Worldly prate, and babble hurt me

;

Unintelligible prove

;

Neither teach me, nor divert me

;

I have ears for none but Love.

Me, they rude efteem, and foolifh,

Hearing my abfurd replies ;

I have neither art's fine po.ifh,

Nor the knowledge of the wife.

Simple fouls, and unpolluted,

By converfing with the Great,

Have a mind and tafte, ill fuited

To their dignity and itatej

All their talking, reading, writing,

Are but talents mifapply'dj

Infants prattle I delight in,

Nothing human chufe befide.

'Tis the fecret fear of finning,

Checks my tongue, or I fhould fay,

When I fee the night beginning,

I am glad of parting day ;

Love, this gentle admonition

Whifpers foft, within my breafti

« Choice befits not thy cond'tion,

Acquiefcence fuits thee belt."
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Henceforth, the repofe and pleafure

Night affords me, I refign;

And thy will fhall be the meafure,

"Wifdom infinite ! of mine:

Wifhing, is but Inclination

Quarrelling with thy decrees
;

Wayward nature finds th' occafion,

'Tis her folly and difeafe.

Night, with its fublime enjoyments,

Now no longer will I chufe ;

Nor the day, with its employments,

Irkfome as they feem, refufe

;

LefTons of a God's infpiring,

Neither time nor place impedes

;

From our wifhing and defiring,

Our unhappinefs proceeds.

ON THE SAME.

VOL. 3. CANTiaUE 73.

Night ! how I love thy fiient fhades,

My fpirits they compofe ;

The blifs of heav'n my foul pervades,

In fpite of all my woes.

While fleep inftils her poppy dews

In ev'ry flumb'ring eye,

I watch, to meditate and mufe,

In bleft tranquillity.

And when I feel a God immenfe

Familiarly impart,

With ev'ry proof he can difpenfe,

His favor to my heart.

My native meannefs I lament,

Though mod divinely fill'd

With all th' ineffable content,

That Deity can yield.

His purpofe, and his courfe, he keeps

;

Treads all my reas'nings down;

Commands me out of Nature's deeps,

And hides me in his own.

When in the duft, its proper place,

Our pride of heart we lay;

'Tis then, a deluge of his grace

Bears all our fins away.

Thou, whom I ferve, and whofe I am,

Whofe influence from on high

Refines, and ftill refines my flame,

And makes my fetters fly.

4 o



6$o APPENDIX.
How wretched is the creature's Mate,

Who thwarts thy gracious pow'r;

Crufli'd under fin's enormous weight,

Increafing ev'ry hour !

The night, when pafs'd entire with thee,

How luminous and clear

!

Then fleep has no delights for me,

Left 1'bou fhouldft difappear.

My Saviour ! occupy me ftill

In this fecure recefs ;

Let Reafon (lumber if (he will,

My joy fhall not be lefs:

Let Reafon (lumber out the night;

But \(Tbon deign to make

My foul th' abode of truth and light,

Ah, keep my heart awake !

THE JOY OF THE CROSS.

VOL. 3. CANTIQUE Q7-

Long plung'd in forrow, I refign

My foul to that dear hand of thine,

Without referve or fear ;

That hand (hall wipe my dreaming eyes;

Or into fmiies of gl d furprife,

Transform the falling tear.

My fole pofTcfTion is thy Love;

In earth beneath, or heav'n above,

I have no other ftore

;

And though with fervent fuit I pray,

And importune thee night and day,

I afk thee nothing more.

My rapid hours purfue the courfe

Prefcrib'd them by love's fweeteft force

;

And 1, thy fov'reign Will,

Without a wifh t' efcape my doom

;

Though ftill a fufferer from the womb,

And doom'd to fuffer ftill.

By thy command, where'er I ftray,

Sorrow attends me all my way,

A never-failing friend

;

And if my furPrings may augment

Thy praife, behold me well content

—

Let forrow ftill attend !
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It cofts me no regret, that fhe,

Who follow'd Chiift, fhould follow me ;

And though, where'er fhe goes,

Thorns fpi ing fpontaneou.s at her feet,

I love her, and extradl a fweet

From all my bitter woes,

Adieu ! ye vain delights of earth ;

Infipid fports, and childifh mirth,

I tafte no fweets in you

;

Unknown delights are in the Crofs,

All joy befide to me is drofs

;

And Jefus thought fo too.

The Crofs ! Oh ravifhment and blifs

—

How grateful ev'n its anguifh isj

Its bitternefs, how fweet

!

There ev'ry fenfe, and all the mind,

In all her faculties refin'd,

Taftes happinefs complete.

Souls once enabl'd to difdain

Bafe fublunary joys, maintain

Their dignity fecure

;

The fever of defire is pafs'd,

And Love has all its genuine tafte,

Is delicate and pure.

Self-love no grace in forrow fees,

Confults her own peculiar eafe ;

'Tis all the blifs fhe knows :

But nobler aims true Love employ

;

In fclf-denial is her joy,

In fufFring her repofe.

Sorrow and Love, go fide by fide -,

Nor height, nor depth, can e'er divide

Their heav'n-ap^ointed bands;

Thofe dear aflbciates {till are one,

Nor, till the race of life is run,

Disjoin their wedded hands.

Jefus, avenger of our Fall,

Thou faithful Lover, above all

The crofs has ever born !

Oh tell me,—Life is in thy voice

—

How much afflictions were thy choice,

And floth and eafe thy fcorn !

Thy choice and mine fhall be the fame,

Infpirer of that holy flame,

Which muft for ever blaze

!

To take the Crofs, and follow thee,

Where love and duty lead, fhall be

My portion, and my praife.

402
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JOY IN MARTYRDOM.

VOL 3. CANTISUE 94.

Sweet tenants of this grove !

"Who fing without defign,

A fong of artlefs love,

In unifon with mine :

Thefe echoing {hades return

Full many a note of ours,

That wife ones cannot learn,

With all their boafted pow'rs.

Oh thou ! whofe facred charms

Thefe hearts fo feldom love,

Although thy beauty warms

And blefles all above j

How flow are human things,

To chufe their happieft lot!

All-glorious King of kings,

Say, why we love thee not ?

This heart, that cannot reft,

Shall thine for ever prove;

Though bleeding and diftrefs'd,

Yet joyful in thy love:

'Tis happy, though it breaks

Beneath thy chaftening hand

;

And fpeechlefs, yet it fpeaks

What thou canft underftand.

SIMPLE TRUST.

VOL. 3.

Still, ftill, without ceafing,

I feel it increafing,

This fervor of holy defire ;

And often exclaim,

Let me die in the flame

Of a Love that can never expire

!

cantique 95

Had I words to explain,

Whatyfo muft fuftain,

Who d;es to the world and its ways

;

How joy and affright,

Diftrefs and delight,

Alternately chequer her days

;
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Thou, fvveetly fevere

!

I would make thee appear,

In all thou art pleas'd to award,

Not more in the fweet,

Than the bitter I meet,

My tender and merciful Lord.

This Faith, in the dark

Purfuing its mark,

Through many fharp trials of Love;

Is the forrowful wafte,

That is to be pafs'd,

In the way to the Canaan above.

THE NECESSITY OF SELF-ABASEMENT.

VOL. 3. CANTIQUE Q2.

Source of Love, my brighter Sun,

Thou alone my comfort art

;

See my race is almoft run

;

Haft thou left this trembling heart ?

In my youth, thy charming eyes

Drew me from the ways of men •,

Then I drank unmingled joys;

Frown of thine, faw never then.

Spoufe of Chrift was then my name ;

And devoted all to thee.

Strangely jealous, I became,

Jealous of this Self, in me.

Thee to love, and none befide,

Was my dariir.g, fo!e employ; -

While alternately I died,

Now of grief, and now of joy.

Through the dark and filent night.

On thy radiant fmiles I dwelt

;

And to fee the dawning light,

Was the keeneft pain I felt.

Thou my gracious teacher wert;

And thine eye, fo clofe apply'd,

While it watch'd thy pupil's heart,

Seem'd to look at none befide.

Confcious of no evil drift,

This, I cried, is Love indeed

—

'Tis the Giver, not the Gift,

Whence the joys I feel proceed.

But foon humbled, and laid low,

Stript of all thou haft conferr'd,

Nothing left, but fin and woe,

I perceiv'd how I had err'cL
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Oh, the vain conceit of man,

Dreaming of a good his own,

Arrogating all he can,

Though the Lord is good alone !

He, the graces Thou haft wrought,

Makes fubfervient to his pride
;

Ignorant, that one fuch thought

Pafles all his fin befide.

Such his folly—prov'd, at laft,

By the lofs of that repofe

Self complacence cannot tafte,

Only Love divine bellows.

'Tis by this reproof fevere,

And by this reproof alone,

His defects at laft appear,

Man is to himfelf made known.

Learn, all Earth ; that feeble Man,

Sprung from this terreftrial clod,

Nothing is, and nothing can ,

Life, and pow'r, are all in God.

LOVE INCREASED BY SUFFERING.

VOL. 3. CANTIQUE 98.

" I love the Lord," is ftill the ftrain

This heart delights to fing

;

But I reply—your thoughts are vain,

Perhaps 'tis no fuch thing.

Before the power of Love divine,

Creation fades away

;

Till only God is feen to fhine

In all that we furvey.

In gulphs of awful night we find

The God of our defires
;

'Tis there he ftamps the yielding mind,

And doubles all its fires.

Flames of encircling Love inveft,

And pierce it fweetly through ;

'Tis fill'd with facred joy, yet prefs'd

With facred forrow too.
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Ah Love ! my heart is in the right

—

Arr.idft a t'noufand woes,

To thee, its ever new delight,

And all its peace, it owes.

Frefh caufes of diftrefs occur.

Where'er I look, or move;

The comforts, I to ali prefer,

Are folitude and love.

Nor exile I, nor prifon fear;

Love makes my courage great;

I find a Saviour ev'ry where,

His grace in ev'ry ftate.

Nor cattle walls, nor dungeons deep,

Exclude his quick'ning beams

;

There I can lit, and fing, and weep,

And dwell on heav'nly themes.

There, forrow, for his fake, is found

A joy beyond compare ;

There, no prefumptuous thoughts abound,

No pride can enter there.

A Saviour doubles all my joys,

And fweetens all my pains,

His ftrength in my defence employs,

Confoles me and fuftains.

I fear no ill, refent no wrong;

Nor feel a paflion move,

When malice whets her fiand'rous tongue

;

Such patience is in Love.

SCENES FAVOURABLE TO MEDITATION,

VOL. 4. CANTIQUE 83.

Wilds horrid and dark with o'erlhadowing trees,

Rocks that ivy a^d briers infold,

Scenes nature with dread and aftonilhment fees,

But I with a pleafure untold.

Though awfully filent, and fhaggy, and rude,

I am charm'd with the peace ye afford,

Your {hades are a temple where none will intrude,

The abode of my Lover and Lord.
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I am Tick of thy fplendour, O fountain of day,

.And here I am hid from its beams,

Here fafely contemplate a brighter difplay

Of the noblelt and holieft of themes.

Ye forefts that yield me my fweeteft repofe,

Where ftillnefs and folitude reign,

To you I fecurely and boldly difclofe

The dear anguifh of which I complain.

Here fweetly forgetting and wholly forgot

By the world and its turbulent throng,

The birds and the ftreams lend me many a note

That aids meditation and fong.

Here wand'ring in fcenes that are facred to night,

Love wears me and waft.es me away,

And often the fun has fpent much of his light,

E'er yet I perceive it is day.

While a mande of darknefs invelopes the fphere,

My forrows are fadly rehears'd,

To me the dark hours are all equally dear,

And the laft is as fweet as the firft.

Here I and the beafts of the deferts agree,

Mankind are the wolves that 1 fear,

They grudge me my natural right to be free,

But nobody quefiions it here.

Though little is found in this dreary abode

That appetite wifhes to find,

My lpirit is fcoth'd by the prefence of God,

And appetite wholly refign'd.

Ye defolate fcenes to your folitude led,

My life I in praifes employ,

And fcaice know the fource of the tears that I Hied,

Proceed they from forrow or joy.

There is nothing I feem to have Ikill to difcern,

I feel out my way in the da< k,

Love reigns in my bofom, I conftantly burn,

Yet hardly diftinguifh the fpark.

I live, yet I feem to myfelf to be dead,

Such a riddle is not to be found,

I am nouiifh'd without knowing how I am fed,

I have nothing, and yet I abound.

Oh Love ! who in darknefs art pleas'd to abide,

Though dimly yet furely I fee,

That thefe contrarieties only refide

In the foul that is chofen of thee.

Ah fend me not back to the race of mankind

Perverfely by folly beguil'd,

For where in the c;owds I have left (hall I find

The fpirit and heart of a Child.

Here let me, though fixt in a defert, be free,

A little one whom they defpife,

Though loft to the world, if in union with thee,

Shall be holy and happy and wife.
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WALKING WITH GOD.

Oh ! for a clofer walk with God,

A calm and heav'nly frame;

A light, to (hine upon the road

That leads me to the Lamb

!

Where is the bleflednefs I knew

When firft I faw the Lord ?

Where is the foul-refrdhing; view

Of Jefus, and his word ?

What peaceful hours I once enjoy'd I

How fwect their mem'ry ftill

!

But they have left an aching void,

The world can never fill.

Genesis, Chap. v. 24.

Return, O holy Dove, return,

Sweet mefTenger of reft;

I hate the fins that made thee mourn,

And drove thee from my bread

:

The deareft idol I have known,

Whate'er that idol be,

Help me to tear it from thy throne,

And worftiip only thee.

So (hall my walk be clofe with God,

Calm and ferene my frame
;

So purer light (hall mark the road

That leads me to the Lamb,

JEHOVAH-JIREH,-THE LORD WILL PROVIDE. Genesis, Chap. xxii. 14.

The faints fhould never be difmay'd,

Nor fink in hopelefs fear ;

For, when they leaft expect his aid,

The Saviour will appear.

This Abraham found, he rais'd the knife,

God faw, and faid, " Forbear ,"

Yon ram (hall yield his meaner life;

Behold the viclim there.

Once David feem'd SauTs certain prey*

But hark ! the foe's at hand; *

Saul turns his arms another way,

To fave th' invaded land.

* Sam. xxiii. 7.

When Jonah funk beneath the wave,

He thought to rife no more ; f

But God prep3r'd a fifh to fave,

And bear him to the (hore.

Bleu; proofs of pow'r and grace divine,

That meet us in his word

!

May ev'ry deep-felt care of mine

Be trufted with the Lord.

Wait for his feafonable aid,

And tho' it tarry, wait

:

The promife maj be long delay'd,

But cannot come too late,

t Jonah, i. 17.

4Q.2
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JEHOVAH ROPHI,—I AM THE LORD THAT HEALETH THEE
Exodus, Chap. xv.

Heal us, Emmanuel, here we are,

Waiting to feel thy touch

;

Deep-wounded fouls to thee repair,

And, Saviour, we are fuch.

Our faith is feeble, we confefs,

We faintly truft thy word

;

But wilt thou pity us the lefs ?

Be that far from the Lord

!

Remember him who once apply'd

With trembling for relief;

" Lord, I believe," with tears he cry'd, *

" O help my unbelief."

She too, who touch'd thee in the prefs,

And healing virtue ftole,

Was anfwer'd, " Daughter, go in peace, f

Thy faith hath made thee whole."

Conceal'd amid the gath'ring throng,

She would have lhunn'd thy view;

And if her faith was firm and (Irons,

Had ftrong mifgivings too.

Like her, with hopes and fears we come,

To touch thee if we may ;

Oh! fend us not defpairing home,

Send none unheal'd away.

JEHOVAH NISSI,—THE LORD MY BANNER. Exodus, Chap.xvII. 15,

By whom was David taught

To aim the dreadful blow,

When he Goliah fought,

And laid the Gittite low ?

No fword nor fpear the (tripling took,

But chofe a pebble from the brook.

'Twas Ifrael's God and Kin?,

Who fent him to the fight

;

Who gave him ftrength to fling,

And (kill to aim aright.

Ye fteble faints, your ftrength endures,

Becaufe young David's God is yours.

Who ordered Gideon forth,

To ftorm th' invaders' camp, J

With arms of little worth,

* Mark, ix. 24. -j- Mark, v. 34.

A pitcher and a lamp ?

The trumpets made his coming known,

And all the hoft was overthrown.

Oh ! I have feen the day,

When with a fingle word,

God helping me to fay,

My truft is in the Lord,

My foul has quell'd a thoufand foes,

Fearlefs of all that could oppofe.

Eut unbelief, felf-will,

Self-righteoufnefs, and pride,

How often do they (leal

My weapon from my fide ?

Yet David's Lord and Gideon's friend,

Will help his fervant to the end.

X Judges, vii. 20.
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JEHOVAH SHALEM,—THE LORD SEND PEACE. Judges, Chat. vi. 24.

Jesus, whofe blood fo freely ftream'd

To fatisfy the law's demand,

By thee from guilt and wrath redeem'd,

Before the Father's face 1 ftand.

To reconcile offending man,

Made Juftice drop her angry rod

;

What creature could have form'd the plan,

Or who fulfil it but a God ?

No drop remains of all the curie,

For wretches who deferv'd the wholej

No arrows, dipt in wrath, to pierce

The guilty, but returning foul.

Peace by fuch means fo dearly bought,

What rebel could have hop'd to fee ?

Peace, by his injur'd Sov'reign wrought,

His Sov'reign faften'd to the tree.

Now, Lord, thy feeble worm prepare!

For ftrife with earth and hell begins

;

Confirm and gird me for the war,

They hate the foul that hates his fins.

Let them in horrid league agree !

They may afiault, they may diftrefs
;

But cannot quench thy love to me,

Nor rob me of the Lord, my peace.

WISDOM. Proverbs, Chap, viii. 22—31.

Ere God had built the mountains,

Or rais'd the fruitful hills

;

Before he fill'd the fountains

That feed the running rills j

In me, from everlafting,

The wonderful I am,

Found pleafures never wafting,

And Wifdom is my name,

When, like a tent to dwell in,

He fpread the ikies abroad,

And fwath'd about the fwelling

Of ocean's mighty flood ;

He wrought by weight and meafure,

And I was with him then j

Myfelf the Father's pleafure,

And mine, the fonsof men,

Thus wifdom's words difcover

Thy glory and thy grace,

Thou everlafting lever

Of our unworthy race!

Thy gracious eye furvey'd us

Ere ftars were feen above

;

In wifdom thou haft made us,

And dv'd for us in love.

And couldft thou be delighted

With creatures fuch as we

!

Who, when we faw thee, flighted,

And nail'd thee to a tree ?

Unfathomable wonder,

And myftery divine !

The voice that fpcaks in thunder,

Says, « Sinner, I am thine '."
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VANITY OF THE WORLD. Ecclesiastes.

God gives his mercies to be fpent;

Your hoard will do your foul no good j

Gold is a blefiing only lent,

Repaid by giving others food.

The world's efteem is but a bribe.

To buy their peace you fell your own;

The flave of a vain-glorious tribe,

"Who hate you while they make you known.

The joy that vain amufements give,

Oh! fed conclufion that it brings

!

The honey of a crowded hive,

Defended by a thoufand flings.

'Tis thus the world rewards the fools

That live upon her treach'rous fmiles

;

She leads them, blindfold, by her rules,

And ruins all whom fhe beguiles.

God knows the thoufands who go down,

From pleafure into endlefs woe

;

And with a long-defpairing groan

Blafpheme their Maker as they go.

O fearful thought ! be timely wife,

Delight but in a Saviour's charms;

And God fhall take you to the fkies^

Embrac'd in everlafting arms.

O LORD, I WILL PRAISE THEE. Isaiah, Chap. xh\

I will praife thee ev'ry day,

Now thine anger's turn'd away !

Comfortable thoughts arife

From the bleeding facrifice.

Here, in the fair gofpel-field,

Wells of free falvation yield

Streams of life, a plenteous ftore,

A.nd my foul fhall thirft no more.

Jesus is become at length

My falvation and my ftrength

;

And his praifes fhall prolong,

While I live, my pleafant fong.

Praife ye, then, his glorious name,

Publifh his exalted fame!

Still his worth your praife exceeds^

ExcelLent are all his deeds.

Praife again the joyful found,

Let the nations roll it round \

Zion fhout, for this is he;

God the Saviour dwells in thee.



APPENDIX II. 66

1

THE CONTRITE HEART. Isaiah, Chap. lvii. 15.

The Lord will happinefs divine

On contrite hearts beftow

:

Then tell me, gracious God, is mine

A contrite heart or no ?

I hear, but feem to hear in vain,

Infenfible as fteel
j

If aught is felt, 'tis only pain,

To find I cannot feel.

I fometimes think myfelf inclin'd

To love thee, if I could ;

But often feel another mind,

Averfe to all that's good.

My beft defires are faint and few,

I fain would flxive for more ;

But when I cry, " My ftrength renew,'

Seem weaker than before.

Thy faints are comforted, I know,

And love thy houfe of pray'r;

I therefore go where others go,

But find no comfort there.

O make this heart rejoice or ach*

Decide this doubt for me

;

And if it be not broken, break,

And heal it, if it be.

THE FUTURE PEACE AND GLORY OF THE CHURCH.
Isaiah, Chap. lx. 15

—

20.

Hear what God the Lord hath fpoken,

O my people, faint and few j

Comfortlefs, afflifled, broken,

Fair abodes I build for you

;

Themes of heart- felt tribulation

Shall no more perplex your ways

;

You mall name your walls, Salvation,

And your gates fhall all be praife.

There, like ftreams that feed the garden,

Pleafures without end fhall flow j"

For the Lord, your faith rewarding.

All his bounty fhall beftow :

Still in undifturb'd pofTefllon,

Peace and righteoufnefs fhall reign j

Never fhall you feel oppreflion,

Hear the voice of war again.

Ye no more your fins defcending,

Waning moons no more fhall fee

;

But, your griefs for ever ending,

Find eternal noon in me

:

God fhall rife, and fhining o'er you,

Change to day the gloom of night

;

He, the Lord, fhall be your glory,

God your everlafting light.
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JEHOVAH OUR RIGHTEOUSNESS. Jeremiah, Chap, xxiii. 6.

Mv God, how perfeft are thy ways

!

But mine polluted are;

Sin twines itfelf about my praife,

And Aides into my prayer.

When I would fpeak what thou haft done

To fave me from my fin,

I cannot make thy mercies known

But felf-applaufe creeps in.

Divine defire, that holy flame

Thy grace creates in me

;

Alas ! impatience is its name,

When it returns to thee.

This heart, a fountain of vile thoughts,

How does it overflow ?

While felf upon the furface floats,.

Still bubbling from below.

Let others in the gaudy drefs

Of fancied merit fhine,

The Lord fhall be my righteoufnefs,

The Lord for ever mine.

EPHRAIM REPENTING. Jeremiah, Chap. xxxi. 18—30.

My God, till I receiv'd thy ftroke,

How like a beaft was I !

So unaccuflom'd to the yoke,

So backward to comply.

With grief my juft reproach I bear,

Shame fills me at the thought;

How frequent my rebellions were

!

What wickednefs I wrought!

Thy merciful reftraint I fcorn'd,

And left the pleafant road

;

Yet turn me, and I fhall be turn'd,

Thou art the Lord mv God.

Is Ephraim banifh'd from my thoughts,

Or vile in my efteem ?

No, faith the Lord, with all his faults

I ftill remember him.

Is he a dear and pleafant child ?

Yes, dear and pleafant ftill

;

Tho' fin his foolifti heart beguil'd,

And he withftood my will.

My fliarp rebuke has laid him low,

He feeks my face again ;

My pity kindles at his woe,

He fhall not feek in vain.
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THE COVENANT. Ezekiel, Chap, xxxxl 25—28.

The Lord proclaims his grace abroad!

Behold I change your hearts of ftone

;

Each fball renounce bis idol-god,

And ferve, henceforth, the Lord alone.

My grace, a flowing ftream, proceeds

To vvafh your filthinefs away;

Ye fhall abhor your former deeds,

And learn my ftatutes to obey.

My truth the great defign infures,

I give mvfelt away to you ;

You fhall be mine, I will be yours,

Your God unalterably true.

Yet not unfought, or unimplor'd.

The plenteous grace fhall I confer ;
*

No—your whole hearts fhall feek the Lord.

I'll put a praying fpirit therf*

From the firft breath of life divine,

Down to the laft expiring hour,

The gracious work fhall all be mine,

Begun and ended in my pow'r.

JEHOVAH-SHAMMAH. Ezekiel, Chap, xlviii. 3$.

As birds their infant-brood protect, f

And fpread their wings to fhelter them ;

Thus faith the Lord to his elect,

" So will I guard Jerufalem."

And what then is Jerufalem,

This darling object of his care ?

Where is its worth in God's efteem ?

Who built it ? who inhabits there ?

Jehovah founded it in blood,

The blood of his incarnate Son;

There dwell the faints, once foes to God,

The finners whom he calls his own.

• There, tho' befieg'd on every fide,

Yet much belov'd and guarded well,

From age to age they have defy'd

The utmoft force of earth and hell.

Let earth repent., and hell defpair,

This city has a fure defence

;

Her name is call'd, The Lord is there,

And who has pow'r to drive_him thence ?

- Ver. 37. f Isaiah, xx~

4*
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PRAISE FOR THE FOUNTAIN OPENED. Zechariah, Chap. xiii. i.

There is a fountain fill'd with blood

Drawn from Emmanuel's veins

;

And finners plung'd beneath that flood,

Lofe all their guilty ftains.

The dying thief rejoic'd to fee

That fountain in his day;

And there have I, as vile as he,

Wafti'd all my fins away.

Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood

Shall never lofe its pow'r,

Till all the ranfom'd church of God

Be fav'd to fin no more.

E'er fince, by faith, I faw the ftream

Thy flowing wounds fupply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,

And (hall be till I die.

Then in a nobler, fweeter fong

I'll fing thy pow'r to fave;

When this poor lifping ftam'ring tongue

Lies filent in the grave-

Lord, I believe thou haft prepar'd

(Unworthy though I be)

For me a blood-bought free reward,

A golden harp for me

!

'Tis ftrung, and tun'd, for endlefs years,

And form'd by pow'r divine

;

To found in God the Father's ears

No other name but thine.

THE SOWER.

"Ye Ions of earth, prepare the plough,

Break up your fallow ground !

The fower is gone forth to fow,

And fcatter bleffings round.

The feed that finds a ftony foil,

Shoots forth a hafty blade j

But ill repays the fower's toil,

Soon wither'd, fcorch'd, and dead.

The thorny ground is fure to baulk

All hopes of harveft there :

We find a tall and fickly ftalk,

But not the fruitful ear.

Matthew, Chap. xiii. 3.

The beaten path and high-way fide

Receive the truft in vain ;

The watchful birds the fpoil divide,

And pick up all the grain.

But where the Lord of grace and pow'r

Has blefs'd the happy field,

How plenteous is the golden ftore

The deep-wrought furrows yield !

Father of mercies, we have need

Of thy preparing grace
;

Let the fame hand that gives the feed

Provide a fruitful place.
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THE HOUSE OF PRAYER. Mark, Chap. xi. 17.

Thv manfion is the Christian's heart,

O Lord, thy dwelling-place fecure!

Bid the unruly throng depart,

And leave the confecrated door.

Devoted as it is to thee,

A thievifh fwarm frequents the place ;

They fteal away my joys from me,

And rob my Saviour of his praife.

There too a (harp defigning trade

Sin, Satan, and the world, maintain ;

Nor ceafe to prefs me, and perfuade,

To part with eafe and purchafe pain.

I know them, and I hate their din,

Am weary of the buftling crowd ;

But, while their voice is heard within,

I cannot ferve thee as I would.

Oh! for the joy thy prefence gives,

What peace fhall reign when thou art here!

Thy prefence makes this den of thieves

A calm delightful houfe of pray'r.

And if thou make thy temple fhine.

Yet, felf-abas'd, will I adore;

The gold and filver are not mine,

I give thee what was thine before.

MARTHA AND MARY. Luke, Chap. x. 38—42.

Martha her love and joy exprefs'd

By care to entertain her gueft ;

While Mary fat to hear her Lord,

And could not bear to lofe a word.

The principle, in both the fame,

Produc'd in each a different aim

;

The one to feaft the Lord was led,

The other waited to be fed.

But Mary chofe the better part,

Her Saviour's words refrefh'd her heart;

While buiy Martha angry grew,

And loft her time and temper too.

With warmth Ihe to her fifter fpokc.

But brought upon herfelf rebuke :

" One thing is needful, and but one,

Why do thy thoughts on many run ?"

How oft are we like Martha vex'd,

Encumber'd, hurried, and perplex'd ?

While trifles fo engrofs our thought,

The one thing needful is forgot.

Lord, teach us this one thing to choofe.

Which they who gain can never lofe;

Sufficient in itfelf alone,

And needful, were the world our own.

Let grov'ling hearts the world admire,

Thy love is all that I require

!

Gladly I may the reft refign,

If the one needful thing be mine!

4 R
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LOVEST THOU ME? John, Chap. xxi. 16.

Hark, my ioul ! it is the Lord

"lis thy Saviour, hear his word

Jefus fpeaks, and fpeaks to thee

;

" Say, poor Tinner, lov'ft thou me ?

I deliver'd thee, when bound,

And, when wounded, heal'd thy wound
;

Sought thee wand'ring, fet thee right,

Turn'd thy darknefs into light.

Can a woman's tender care

Ceafe towards the child (he bare ?

Yes, fhe may forgetful be,

Yet will I remember thee.

Mine is an unchanging love,

Higher than the heights above

;

Deeper thr.n the depths beneath,

Free and faithful, ftrong as death.

Thou fhalt fee my glory foon,

Yv'hen the work of grace is done;

Partner of my throne fhall be;

Say, poor finner, lov'ft thou me!"

Lord, it is my chief complaint,

That my love is weak and faint

;

Yet I love thee and adore,

Oh for grace to love thee more

!

CONTENTMENT. Philippians, Chap. iv. n.

Fierce paffions difcompofe the mind,

As tempefts vex the fea

;

But calm content and peace we find,

When, Lord, we turn to thee.

In vain, by reafon and by rule,

We try to bend the will

;

For none but in the Saviour's fchool

Can learn theheav'nly fkill.

Since at his feet my foul has fat,

His gracious words to hear;

Contented with my prefent ftate,

I caft on him my care.

*' Art thou a finner, foul ? he faid),

Then how canft thou complain ?

How light thy troubles here, if weigh'd

With everlafting pain !

If thou of murmuring would'ft be cur'd.

Compare thy griefs with mine;

Think what my love for thee endur'd,

And thou wilt not repine.

'Tis I appoint thy daily lot,

And I do all things well:

Thou foon fhalt leave this wretched ipot,

And rife with me to dwell.

In life my grace fhall ftrength fupply,

Pi oportion'd to thy day

;

At death thou ftill fhalt find me nigh,

To wipe thy tears away."

Thus I who once my wretched days,

In vain repinings fpent

;

Taught in my Saviour's fchool of grace,

Have leain'd to be content.
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OLD TESTAMENT GOSPEL.

Israel, in ancient days,

Not only had a view

Of Sinai in a blaze,

But learn'd the gofpel too :

The types and figures were a glafs,

In which they faw the Saviour's face.

The pafchal facrince,

And blood befprinkled door, *

Seen with enlighten'd eyes,

And once apply 'd with pow'r,

Would teach the need of other blood,

To reconcile an angry God.

The Lamb, the Dove, fet forth

His perfect innocence, f

Whofe blood of matchlefs worth,

Should be the foul's defence

;

For he who can for fin atone,

Mud have no failings of his own.

Herrews, CilAP. iv. 2.

The fcape-goat on his head J

The people's trefpafs bore,

And, to the defert led,

Was to be feen no more :

In him our Surety feem'd to fay,

" Behold I bear your fins away."

Dipt in his fellow's blood,

The living bird went free;
|J

The type, well underftood,

Expiefs'd the finner's p!ea !

Defcrib'd a guilty foul enlarg'd,

And by a Saviour's death difcharg'd.

Jefus, I love to trace

Throughout the facred page,

The footfteps of thy grace,

The fame in ev'ry age !

O grant that I may faithful be

To clearer light vouchfaf'd to me !

SARDIS. R-evelatiox, Chap. iii. 1—6.

Write to Sardis, (faith the Lord),

And write what he dec: ires,

He whofe fpirit, and whofe word,

Upholds the feven ftars ;

" All thy works and ways -I fearch,

Find thy zeal and love decay'd j

Thou art call'd a living church,

But thou art cold and dead.

Watch, remember, feek, and ftrive.

Exert thy former pains :

Let thy timely care revive,

And ftrengthen what remains :

* Exodus xii. 13. -] Lev. xii. 6.

Cleanie thine heart, thy works amend,

Former times to mind recall,

Left my Ridden ftroke defcend,

And finite thee once for all.

Yet I number now in thee

A few that are upright

;

Thefe my Father's face fhall fee,

And walk with me in white

:

When in judgment I appear,

They for mine fhall be confeft;

Let my faithful fervants hear,

And woe be to the reft."

t Lev. xvi, 21. |i Lev. xiv. 51

—

5Z.
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PRAYER FOR A BLESSING. Seasons.

Bestow, dear Lord, upon our youth,

The gift of faving grace ;

And let the feed of facred truth

Fail in a fruitful place.

Grace is a plant, where'er it grows,

Of pure and heav'nly root;

But faireft in the youngeft fhews,

And yields the fweeteft fruit.

Ye carelefs ones, O hear betimes

The voice of fov'reign love !

Your youth is ftain'd with many crimes,

But mercy reigns above.

True, you are young, but there's a ftone

Within the youngeft breaft,

Or half the crimes which you have done,

Would rob you of your reft.

For you the public pray'r is made,

Oh ! join the public pray'r!

For you the fecret tear is fhed,

O flied yourfelves a tear.

We pray that you may early prova

The Spirit's pow'r to teach
;

You cannot be too young to love

That Jefus whom ye preach.

PLEADING FOR AND WITH YOUTH. Seasons.

Sin has undone our wretched race,

But Jefus has reftor'd,

And brought the finner face to face

With his forgiving Lord.

This we repeat, from year to year,

And prefs upon our youth;

Lord, give them an attentive ear,

Lord, fave them by thy truth.

Bleflings upon the rifing race!

Make this an happy hour,

According to thy richeft grace,

And thine almighty pow'r.

We feel for your unhappy ftate,

(May you regard it too)

And would awhile ourfelves forget

To pour out pray'r for you.

We fee, tho' you perceive it hot,

Th' approaching, awful doom;

O tremble at the folemn thought,

And flee the wrath to come!

Dear Saviour, let this new-born year

Spread an alarm abroad

;

And cry, in ev'ry carelefs ear,

" Prepare to meet thy God."
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PRAYER FOR CHILDREN. Seasons.

Gracious Lord, our children fee,

By thy mercy we are fae;

But fhall thefe, alas ! remain,

Subjects ftill of Satan's reign
j

Ifrael's young ones, when of old

Pharaoh threat'ned to with-hold ;
*

Then thy meffenger faid, " No;

Let the children alfo go."

When the angel of the Lord,

Drawing forth his dreadful fword,

Slew, with an avenging hand,

All the firft-born of the land
; f

Then thy people's doors he pafs'd,

Where the bloody fign was plac'd j

Hear us. now, upon our knees,

Plead the blood of (Thrift for thefe

!

Lord, we tremble, for we know

How the fierce malicious foe,

Wheeling round his watchful flight,

Keeps them ever in his fight

:

Spread thy pinions, King of kings

!

Hide them fafe beneath thy wings j

Left the rav'nous bird of prey

Stoop, and bear the brood away.

JEHOVAH-JESUS. Seasons.

My fong fhall blefs the Lord of all,

My praife fhall climb to his abode

;

Thee, Saviour, by that name I call,

The great, fupreme, the mighty God.

Without beginning or decline,

Object of faith, and not of fenfe ;

Eternal ages faw him fhine,

He fhines eternal ages hence.

As much, when in the manger laid,

Almighty ruler of the Iky,

As when the fix-days work he made

Fill'd all the morning-ftars with joy.

* Exod, x. 9.

Of all the crowns Jehovah bears.

Salvation is his deareft claim;

That gracious found well pleas'd he hears,

And owns Emmanuel for his name.

A cheerful confidence I feel,

My well-plac'd hopes with joy I fee :

My bofom glows with heav'nly zeal

To worfhip him who dy'd for me.

As man, he pities my complaint,

His pow'r and truth are all divine;

He will not fail, he cannot faint,

Salvation's fure, and muft be mine.

f Esod. x:i. 13,
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ON OPENING A PLACE FOR SOCIAL PRAYER. Ordinances.

Jesus, where'er thy people meet,

There they behold thy mercy- feat;

Where'er they feek thee, thou art found,

And ev'ry place is hallow'd ground.

For thou, within no walls confin'd,

Inhabiteft the humble mind
;

Such ever bring thee, where they come,

And going, take thee to their home.

Dear Shepherd of thy chofen few !

Thy former mercies here renew

;

Here, to our waiting hearts proclaim

The fweetneis of thy faving name.

Here may we prove the pow'r of pray'r,

To ftrengthen faith and fweeten care j

To teach our faint defires to rife,

And bring all heav'n before our eyes.

*

Behold, at thy commanding word,

We ftretch the curtain and the cordj *

Come thou, and fill this wider fpace,

And blefs us with a large increafe.

Lord, we are few, but thou art near

;

Nor fhort thine arm, nor deaf thine ear

;

Oh rend the heav'ns, come quickly down,

And make a thoufand hearts thine own.

WELCOME TO THE LORD'S TABLE. Ordinances.

This is the feaft of heav'nly wine,

And God invites to fup

;

The juices of the living vine

Were prefs'd, to fill the cup.

Oh blefs the Saviour, ye that eat,

With royal dainties fed ;

Not heav'n affords a coftlier treat,

For Jefus is the bread.

The vile, the loft, he calls to them,

Ye trembling fouls, appear

!

The righteous in their own efteem

Have no acceptance here.

Approach, ye poor, nor dare refufe

The banquet fpread for you ;

Dear Saviour, this is welcome news,

Then I may venture too.

If guilt and fin afford a plea,

And may obtain a place,

Surely the Lord will welcome me,

And I (hall fee his face.

* Isaiah; liv. 2.
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JESUS HASTING TO SUFFER.

The Saviour, what a noble flame

Was kindled in his breaft,

When, hafting to Jerufalem,

He march'd before the reft.

Good-will to men, and zeal for God,

His ev'ry thought engrofs;

He longs to be baptiz'd with blood, *

He pants to reach the crofs.

With all his fuff'rings full in view,

And wees to us unknown,

Forth to the talk his fpirit flew,

'Twas love that urg'd him on.

Lord, we return thee what we can

!

Cur hearts (hall found abroad,

Salvation to the dying man,

And to the rifing God !

And while thy bleeding glories here

Engage our wond'ring eyes,

We learn our lighter crofs to bear,

And haften to the ikies.

EXHORTATION TO PRAYER.

What various hindrances we meet

In coming to a mercy-feat

!

Yet who that knows the worth of pray'r.

But wifhes to be often there.

Pray'r makes the dark'ned cloud withdraw,

Pray'r climbs the ladder Jacob faw,

Gives exerc.fc to faith and love,

Brings ev'ry bleffing from above*

Reftraining pray'r, we ceafe to fight ;

Pray'r makes the Chriftian's armour bright;

And Satan trembles when he fees

The weakeft faint upon his knees.

* Luke xii. 50.

While Mofes flood with arms fpread wide,

Succefs was found on IfraePs fide
; f

But when thro' wearinefs they fail'd,

That moment Amalek prevail'd.

Have you no words? ah ! think again,

Words flow apace when you complain.

And fill your fellow- creature's ear

With the fad tale of ali your care.

W"ere half the breath thus vainly fpent,

To Heav'n in fupplication fent,

Your cheerful fong would ott'ner be,

" Hear what the Lord has done for me J'

t Exodus, xvii. 11,

4 S
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THE LIGHT AND GLORY OF THE WORD.

The Spirit breathes upon the word,

And brings the truth to fight

;

Precepts and promifes afford

A fanctifying light.

A glory gilds the facred page,

Majeftic like the fun

;

It gives a light to ev'ry age,

It gives, but borrows none.

The hand that gave it flill fupplies

The gracious light and heat;

His truths upon the nations rife,

They rife but never fet.

Let everlafting thanks be thine,

For fuch a bright difplay,

As makes a world of darknefs fhine

With beams of heav'nly day.

My foul rejoices to purfue

The fteps of him I love;

Till glory breaks upon my view

In brighter worlds above.

ON THE DEATH OF A MINISTER.

His matter taken from his head,

Eli (ha faw him go ;

And, in defponding accents faid,

" Ah, what muft Ifrael do !"

But he forgot the Lord who lifts

The beggar to the throne

;

Nor knew that all Elijah's gifts

Will foon be made his own.

What ! when a Paul has run his courfe,

Or when Apollos dies,

Is Ifrael left without refource ?

And have we no fupplies ?

Yes, while the dear Redeemer lives,

We have a boundlefs ftore,

And fnall be fed with what he gives,

Who lives for evermore.
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THE ENCHANTMENT DISSOLVED.

Bli\'d:d in youth by Satan's arts,

The world to our unpraclis'd hearts

A flatt'ring profpe<5b Ihows

;

Our fancy forms a thoufand fchemes

Of gay delights and golden dreams,

And undifturb'd repofe.

So in the defert's dreary wafte,

By magic pow'r produc'd in hafte,

(As ancient fables fay,)

Caftles, and groves, and mufic fweet,

The fenfes of the trav'ller meet,

And flop him in his way.

But while he liftens with furprife,

The charm diifolves, the vifion dies,

'Twas but enchanted ground :

Thus if the Lord our fpirit touch,

The world, which pronuVd us fo much,

A wildernefs is found.

At firft we ftart, and feel diftrefs'd,

Convinc'd we never can have reft

In fuch a wretched place

j

But he whofe mercy breaks the charm,

Reveals his own almighty arm,

And bids us leek his face.

Then we begin to live indeed,

When from our fin and bondage freed !

By this beloved Friend ;

We follow him from day to day,

Afiur'd of grace thro' all the way,

And glory at the end.

THE SHINING LIGHT.

My former hopes are fled,

My terror now begins

:

I feel, alas ! that I am dead

In trefpafles and fins.

When I review my ways,

I dread impending doom ;

But fure a friendly whilper fays,

" Flee from the wrath to come."

Ah whither {hall I fly !

I hear the thunder roar;

The law proclaims deftruction nigh,

And vengeance at the door.

Fore-runner of the fun, *

It marks the pilgrim's way;

I'll gaze upon it while l.run,

And watch the rifing day.

* Psalm exsx, 6,

I fee, or think I fee,

A glimm'ring from afar;

A beam of day that {nines for me.

To lave me from defpair.

4 s
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SEEKING THE BELOVED.

To thofe who know the Lord, I fpeak,

Is my beloved near ?

The bridegroom of my foul I feek,

Oh ! when will he appear !

Tho' once a man of grief and fhame,

Yet now he fills a throne,

And bears the greateft, fweeteft name,

That earth or heav'n have known.

Grace flies before, and love attends

His fteps where'er he goes j

Tho' none can fee him but his friends,

And they were once his foes.

Pie fpeaks—obedient to his call

Our warm affections move ;

Did he but mine alike on all,

Then all alike would love.

Then love in ev'ry heart would reign,

And war would ceafe to roar

;

And cruel and blood-thirfty men

Would thirft for blood no more.

Such Jefus is, and fuch his grace,

Oh may he fhine on you !

*

And tell him, when you fee his face,

I long to fee him too.

LIGHT SHINING OUT OF DARKNESS.

God moves in a myfterious way,

His wonders to perform

;

He plants his footfteps in the fea,

And rides upon the ftorm.

Deep in unfathomable mines

Of never- failing fkill,

He treafures up his bright defigns,

And works his fov'reign will.

Ye fearful faints, frefh courage take,

The clouds ye fo much dread

Are big with mercy, and fhall break

In bleflings on your head.

* Cant, v S.

Judge not the Lord by feeble fenfe,

But truft him for his grace;

Behind a frowning providence

He hides a fmiling face.

His purpofes will ripen faft,

Unfolding ev'ry hour;

The bud may have a bitter tafte,

But fweet will be the fiow'r.

Blind unbelief is fure to err, f

And fcan his work in vain

;

God is his own interpreter,

And he will make it plain.

\ John xiii. J.
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WELCOME CROSS.

'Tis my happinefs below

Not to live without the crofs,

But the Saviour's pow'r to know,

Sanctifying ev'ry lofs

:

Trials muft and will befall

;

But with humble faith to fee

Love infcrib'd upon them alJ,

This is happinefs to me.

God, in Ifrael, fows the feeds

Of affliction, pain, and toil

;

Thefe fpring up, and choke the weeds

Which would elfe o'erfpread the foil

:

Trials make the promife fweet,

Trials give new life to pray'r -,

Trials bring me to his feet,

Lay me low, and keep me there.

Did I meet no trials here,

No chaftifement by the way;

Might I not, with reafon, fear

I fhould prove a caft-away

:

Baftards may efcape the rod, *

Sunk in earthly, vain delight ;

But the true-born child of God

Mull not, would not, if he might.

AFFLICTIONS SANCTIFIED BY THE WORD.

G how I love thy holy word,

Thy gracious covenant. O Lord !

It guides me in the peaceful way,

I think upon it all the day.

What are the mines of mining wealth,

The ftrength of youth, the bloom of health!

What are all joys compar'd with thofe

Thine everlafting word beftows

!

Long unafflicted, undifmay'd,

In pieafure's path fecure I ftray'd

;

Thou mad'ft me feel thy chaft'ning rod, f

And ftraight I turn'd unto my God.

* Heb. xii. 8.

What tho' it pierc'd my fainting heart,

I blefs thine hand that caus'd the fmart;

It taught my tears awhile to flow,

But fav'd me from eternal woe.

Oh ! hadft thou left me unchaftis'd,

Thy precept I had ftill deipis'd

;

And ftill the fnare in fecret laid,

Had my unwary feet betn-.y'd.

I love thee, therefore, O my God,

And breathe towards thy dear abode j

Where in thy prefence fully bleft.

Thy chofen faints for ever reft.

+ P 5 a>. cxix. 71.
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TEMPTATION.

The billows fwell, the winds are high,

Clouds overcaft my wintry fky

;

Out of the depths to thee I call,

My fears are great, my ftrength is fmall.

O Lord, the pilot's part perform,

And guide and guard me thro' the ftorm

;

Defend me from each threat'ning ill,

Controul the waves, fay, " Peace, be ftill."

Am'dfi die roaring of the fea,

My foul ftill hangs her hope on thee -,

Tny conftant love, thy faithful care,

Is all that faves me from defpair.

Dangers of ev'ry fhape and name

Attend the follow'rs of the Lamb,

Who leave the world's deceitful more,

And leave it to return no more.

Tho' tempeft-tofs'd and half a wreck,

My Saviour thro' the floods I fcekj

Let neither winds nor ftormy main

Force back my fhatter'd bark again.

LOOKING UPWARDS IN A STORM.

God of my life, to thee I call,

Afflifted at thy feet I fall;*

When the great water- floods prevail,

Leave not my trembling heart to fail

!

Friend of the friendlefs, and the faint

!

Where fhould I lodge my deep complaint ?

Where but with thee, whole open door

Invites the helplefs and the poor

!

Did ever mourner plead with thee,

And thou refufe that mourner's plea ?

Does not the word ftill fix'd remain,

That none fhall feek thy face in vain ?

* Psal. Ixix. 15.

That were a grief I could not bear,

Didft thou not hear and anfwer pray'r;

But a pray 'r- hearing, anfw'ring God,

Supports me under ev'ry load.

Fair is the lot that's caft for me ;

I have an advocate with thee j

They whom the world carefles molt,

Have no fuch privilege to boafl.

Poor tho' I am, defpib'd, forgot, f

Yet God, my God, forgets me not:

And he is fafe, and mult fucceed,

For whom the Lord vouchfafes to plead,

t Psal. sd. 17.
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THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW DEATH.

My foul is fad and much difmay'd

;

See, Lord, what legions of my foes,

"With fierce Apollyon at their head,

My heavenly pilgrimage oppofe!

See, from the ever-burning lake,

How like a fmoky cloud they rife

!

With horrid blafts my foul they make,

With Rurms of blafphemies and lies.

Their fiery arrows reach the mark, *

My throbbing heart with anguifh tear;

Each lights upon a kindred fpaik,

And finds abundant fuel there.

I hate the thought that wrongs the Lord;

Oh ! I would drive it from my bread,

With thy own (harp two-edged fword,

Far as the eaft is from the weft.

Come then, and chafe the cruel hoft,

Heal the deep wounds I have receiv'd !

Nor let the pow'rs of darknefs boaft,

That I am foil'd, and thou art griev'd !

PEACE AFTER A STORM.

When darknefs long has veil'd my mind,

And fmiling day once more appears

;

Then, my Redeemer, then I find

The folly of my doubts and fears.

Straight I upbraid my wand'ring heart,

And blufh that I mould ever be

Thus prone to aft fo bafe a part,

Or harbour one hard thought of thee

!

Oh ! let me then at length be taught

What I am ftill fo flow to learn
;

That God is love and changes n t,

Nor knows the (hadow of a turn.

Sweet truth, and eafy to repeat

!

But when my faith is iharply try'd,

I find myfelf a learner yet,

Unfkilful, weak, and apt to Hide.

But, O my Lord, one look from thee

Subdues the difobedient will

;

Drives doubt and difcontent away,

And thy rebellious worm is ftill.

Thou art as ready to forgive,

As I am ready to repine;

Thou, therefore, all the praife receive

;

Be fname and felf-abhorrence mine.

* £ph.-vi. 16.
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The Saviour hides his face !

My fpirit thirds to prove

Renew 'd fupplies of pard'ning grace,

And never-fading love.

APPENDIX XI.

MOURNING AND LONGING.

How dull the Sabbath-day,

Without the Sabbath's Lord !

How toilfome then to Cng and pray,

And wait upon the word !

The favour'd fouls who know

What glories fhine in him,

Pant for his prefence, as the roe

Pants for the living ftream !

What trifles teafe me now,

Theyfwarm like fummer-fiies,

They cleave to ev'ry thing I do,

And fwim before my eyes.

Of all the truths I hear,

How few delight my tafte !

I glean a berry here and there,

Eut mourn the vintage paft.

0'Yet let me (as I ought)

Still hope to be fupply'd ;

No pleafure elfe is worth a thought,

Nor lhall I be deny'd.

Tho' I am but a worm,

Unworthy of his care,

The Lord will my defire perform,

And grant me all my pray'r.

SELF-ACQUAINTANCE.

Dear Lord ! accept a finful heart,

Which of itfelf complains,

And mourns with much and frequent fmart,

The evil it contains.

Tlere fiery feeds of cnger lurk,

Which often hurt my frame ;

And wait but for the tempter's work,

To fan them to a flame.

Legality holds out a bribe

To purchafe life from thee;

And Difcontcnt would fain prefcribe

How thou fhalt deal with me.

While unbelief withstands thy grace.

And puts thy mercy by;

Prefumption, with a brow of brafs,

Says, " Give me, or I die."

How eager are my thoughts to roam

In queft of what they love

!

Eut ah ! when duty calls them home,

How heavily they move !

Oh, cleanfe me in a Saviour's blood,

Transform me by thy pow'r,

And make me thy belov'd abode,

And let me rove no more.
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PRAYER FOR PATIENCE.

Lord, who haft fuffer'd all for me.

My peace and pardon to procure,

The lighter crofs 1 bear for thee,

Help me with patience to endure.

The ftorm of loud repining, hufh,

I would in humble filence mourn ;

Why fhould th* unburnt, tho' burning bufh,

Be angry as the crackling thorn ?

Man mould not faint at thy rebuke,

Like Jofhua falling on his face, *

When the curs'd thing that Achan took,

Brought Ifrael into juft difgrace.

Perhaps fome golden wedge fupprefs'd.

Some fecret fin offends my God

;

Perhaps that Babylonifh veft,

Self-righceoufnefs, provokes the rod.

Ah ! were I buffetted all day,

Mock'd, crown'd with thorns, and fpitupon;

I yet fhould have no right to fay.

My great diftrefs is mine alone.

Let me not angrily declare

No pain was ever fharp like mine >

Nor murmur at the crofs I bear,

But rather weep, rememb'ring thine.

SUBMISSION.

O Lord, my beft defire fulfil,

And help me to refign

Life, health, and comfort, to thy will,

And make thy pleafure mine.

Why fhould I fhrink at thy command,

Whofe love forbids my fears ?

Or tremble at the gracious hand

That wipes away my tears ?

No, let me rather freely yield

What moft I prize to thee

;

Who never haft a good withheld,

Or wilt withhold from me.

Thy favour, all my journey thro'

Thou art engag'd to grant

;

What elfe I want, or think I do,

'Tis better ftill to want.

Wifdom and mercy guide my way,

Shall I refift them both ?

A poor blind creature of a day,

And crum'd before the moth

!

But ah ! my inward fpirit cries,

Still bind me to thy fway j

Elfe the next cloud that vails my ikies,

Drives all thefe thoughts away.

* Jofhua vii. 10, II.
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THE HAPPY CHANGE.

How bleft thy creature is, O God,

When, with a (ingle eye,

He views the luftre of thy word,

The day-fpring from on high !

Thro' all the ftorms that veil the fkies,

And frown on earthly things •,

The Sun of Righteoufnefs he eyes,

With healing on his wings.

Struck by that light, the human heart, *,

A barren foil no more,

Sends the fweet fmell of grace abroad,

Where ferpents lurk'd before.

The foul, a dreary province once

Of Satan's dark domain,

Feels a new empire form'd within,

And owns a heav'nly reign.

The glorious orb, whofe golden beams

The fruitful year controul,

Since firft obedient to thy word,

He ftarted from the goal.

Has cheer'd the nations with the joys

His orient rays impart

;

But Jefus, 'tis thy light alone

Can mine upon the heart.

RETIREMENT.

Far from the world, O Lord, I flee,

From ftrife and tumult far

;

From fcenes where Satan wages full

His moft fuccefsful war.

The calm retreat, the filent fhade,

With pray'r and praife agree

;

And feem, by thy fweet bounty made,

For thofe who follow thee.

There if thy fpirit touch the foul,

And grace her mean abode,

Oh, vath what peace, and joy, and love,

She communes with her God !

There like the nightingale fhe pours

Her folitary lays ;

Nor aiks a witnefs of her fong,

Nor thirfts for human praife.

Author and Guardian of my life,

Sweet fource of light divine,

And (ail harmonious names in o

My Saviour, thou art mini !

What thanks T owe thee, and what love,

A boundlefs, endlefs ltore,

Still echo thro' the realms above

When time fb.au be no more.

* Isaiah xxsv. 7>
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THE HIDDEN LIFE.

To tell the Saviour all my wants,

How pleafing is the talk

!

Nor lefs to praife him when he grants

Beyond what I can alk.

My lab'ring fpirit vainly leeks

To tell but half the joy;

With how much tendernefs he fpeaks,

".' helps me to reply.

Nor were it wife, nor mould I choofe

Such fecrets to declare

;

Like precious wines, their tafte they lofe

Expos'd to open' air.

But this with boldnefs I proclaim,

Nor care if thoufands hear,

Sweet is the ointment of his name,

Not life is half fo dear.

And can you frown, my former friends,

"Who knew what once 1 was

;

And blame the fong that thus commends

The man who bore the crofs ?

Trull me, I draw the likenefs true,

And not as fancy paints j

Such honour may he give to you,

For fuch have all his faints.

TRUE PLEASURES.

Lord, my foul with pleafure fprings,

When Jefus' name I hear

;

And when God the Spirit brings

The word of promife near

:

Beauties too, in holinefs,

Still delighted I perceive

;

Nor have words that can exprefs

The joys thy precepts give.

Cloth'd in fan<5tity and grace,

How fweet it is to fee

Thofe who love thee as they pafs,

Or when they wait on thee !

* Prov. iii. 17.

Pleafant too, to fit and tell

What we owe to love divine

;

Till our bofoms grateful fwell,

And eyes begin to fhine.

Thofe the comforts I pofTefs,

Which God mail ftill increafe.

AH his ways are plealantnefs, *

And all his paths are peace.

Nothing Jefus did or fpoke,

Henceforth let me ever flight

;

For I love his eafy yoke, f

And find his burden light.

f Matth. si. 30.

4 T 2
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THE CHRISTIAN.

Honour and happinefs unite

To make the Chriftian's name a praife:

How fair the fcene, how clear the light,

That fills the remnant of his days!

A kingly character he bears,

No change his prieflly office knows ;

Unfading is the crown he wears,

His joys can never reach a clofe.

Adorn'd with glory from on high,

Salvation mines upon his face

;

His robe is of th' ethereal dye,

His fteps are dignity and grace.

Inferior honours he difdains,

Nor ftoops to take applaufe from earth;

The King of kings himfelf maintains

Th' expenfes of his heav'nly birth.

The nobleft creature feen below,

Ordain'd to fill a throne above

;

God gives him all he can beftow,

His kingdom of eternal love !

My foul is ravifh'd at the thought

!

Methinks from earth I fee him rife;

Angels congratulate his Jot,

And fhout him welcome to the Ikies

!

LIVELY HOPE AND GRACIOUS FEAR.

I was a grov'lling creature once,

And bafely cleav'd to earth

;

I wanted fpirit to renounce

The clod that gave me birth.

But God has breath'd upon a worm,

And fent me, from above,

Wings, fuch as clothe an angel's form,

-The wings of joy and love.

With theft to Pifgah's top T fly,

And there delighted ftand,

To view beneath a mining fky,

The fpacious promis'd land.

The Lord of all the vaft domain

Has promis'd it to me

;

The length and breadth of all the plain,

As far as faith can fee.'

How glorious is my privilege

!

To thee for help I call

;

I ftand upon a mountain's edge,

Oh fave me, left I fall

!

Tho' much exalted in the Lord,

My ftrength is not my own ,

Then let me tremble at his word,

And none fhall caft me down.
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MY SOUL THIRSTETH FOR GOD.

I thirst, but not as once I did,

The vain delights of earth to (hire:

Thy wounds, Emmanuel, all forbid,

That I fliould feek my pleafures there*

It was the fight of thy dear crofs,

Firft wean'd my foul from earthly things j

And taught me to efteem as drofs

T^~ mirth of fools and pomp of kings.

I want that grace that fprings from thee,

That quickens all things where it flows,

And irakes a wretched thorn, like me,

Bloom as the myrtle or the rofe.

Dear fountain of delight unknown !

No longer fink below the brim

;

But overflow, and pour me down

A living, and life-giving ftream !

For fure, of all the plants that (hare

The notice of thy Father's eye,

None proves lefs grateful to his care,

Or yields him meaner fruit than I.

LOVE CONSTRAINING TO OBEDIENCE.

No ftrength of nature can fufHce

To fe< ve the Lord aright

;

And what (he has, (he mifapplies,

For want of clearer light.

How long beneath the law I lay

In bondage and diftrefs !

I toiPd the precept to obey,

But toil'd without fuccefs.

Then to abflain from outward fin

Was more than I could do;

Now, if I feel its pow'r within,

I feel I hate it too.

Then all my fervile works were done

A righteoufnefs to raife

;

Now, freely chofen in the Son,

I freely chool'e his ways.

What (hall I do, was then the word,

That I may worthier grow ?

What (hall I render to the Lord ?

Is my inquiry now.

To fee the law by Chrift fulfilPd,

And hear his pard'ning voice,

Changes a (lave into a child, *

And duty into choice.

* Rom, iii. 31.
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;

I

THE HEART HEALED AND CHANGED BY MERCY.

Sin enflav'd me many years,

And led me bound and blind ;

Till at length a thoufand fears

Came fvvarming o'er my mind.

Where, I faid in deep diftrefs,

Will thefe finful pleafures end ?

How fhall I fecure my peace,

And make the Lord my friend ?

Friends and minifters faid much

The gofpel to enforce

;

But my blindnefs ftill was fuch,

I chofe a legal courfe :

Much I fatted, watch'd, and ftrove,

Scarce would fhew my face abroad,

Fear'd, almoft, to fpeak or move,

A ftranger Hill to God.

Thus afraid to truft his grace,

Long time did I rebel:

Till, defpairing of my cafe,

Down at his feet I fell

:

Then my ftubborn heart he broke,

And fubdu'd me to his fway ;

By a fimple word he fpoke,

" Thy fins are done away."

HATRED OF SIN.

Holy Lord God ! I love thy truth,

Nor dare thy leaft commandment flight;

Yet pierc'd by fin, the ferpent's tooth,

I mourn the anguifh of the bite.

But tho' the poifon lurks within,

Hope bids me ftill with patience wait;

Till death fhall fet me free from fin,

Free from the only thing 1 hare.

Had I a throne above the reft,

Where angels and archangels dwell

;

One fin, unfiain, within my breaft,

Would make that heav'n as dark as hell.

The pris'ner, fent to breathe frefh air,

And blefs'd with liberty again,

Would mourn were he condemn'd to wear

One link of all his former chain.

But oh ! no foe invades the blifs,

When glory crowns the Chriftian's head;

One view of Jcfus as he is,

Will ftrike all fin for ever dead.
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THE NEW CONVERT.

The new-born child of gofpel-grace,

Like fome fair tree when fummer's nigh,

Beneath Emmanuel's fhining face,

Lifts up his blooming branch on high.

No fears he feels, he fees no foes,

No conflict yet his faith employs,

Nor has he learnt to whom he owes,

T' f ftrength and peace his foul enjoys.

But fin foon darts its cruel fling,

And comforts finking day by day;

What feem'd his own, a felf-fed fpring,

Proves but a brook that glides away.

When Gideon arm'd his num'rous hod,

The Lord foon made his numbers lefsj

And faid, left Ilrael vainly boaft, *

" My arm procur'd me this fuccefs.".

Thus will he bring our fpirits down,

And draw our ebbing comtorts low,

That fav'd by grace, but not our own,

We may not claim the praife we owe.

TRUE AND FALSE COMFORTS.

O God, whofe favourable eye

The fin-fick foul revives,

Holy and heav'nly is the joy

Thy fhining prefence gives.

N)t fuch as hypocrites fuppofe,

Who with a gracelefs heart,

Tafte not of thee, but drink a dofe,

Piepar'd by Satan's art.

Intoxicating joys are theirs,

W ho, while they boaft their light,

And feem to foar above the ftars,

Are plunging into night.

Ltd I'd ;n a foft and fatal fleep,

They fin, and yet rejoice
;

Were they indeed the Saviour's fhe^p,

Would they not hear his voice?

Be mine the comforts that reclaim

The foul from Satan's pow'r;

That make me blufh for what I am,

And hate my fin the more.

Tis joy enough, my All in AH,

At thy dear feet to lie

;

Thou wilt not let me lower fall,

And none can higher fly.

* Judges, vii. 2.
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A LIVING AND A DEAD FAITH.

The Lord receives his higheft praife

From humble minds and hearts fincere;

While all the loud prcfeflbr fays

Offends die righteous Judge's ear.

To walk as children of the day,

To mark the precepts holy light,

To wage die warfare, watch and pray,

Shew who are pleafing in his fight.

Not words alone it coft the Lord,

To purchafe pardon for his own ;

Nor will a foul, by grace reftor'd,

Return the Saviour words alone.

With golden bells, the prieftly vert, *

And rich pomegranates border'd round,

The need of holmefs exprefs'd,

And call'd for fruit as well as found.

Eafy, indeed, it were to reach

A manfion in the courts above,

If fwelling words and fluent fpeech

Might ferve inftead of faith and love.

But none fhall gain the blififul place,

Or God's unclouded glory fee,

Who talks of free and fov'reign grace,

Unlefs that grace has made him free.

ABUSE OF THE GOSPEL.

Too many, Lord, abufe thy grace,

In this licentious dayj

And while they boaft they fee thy face,

They turn their own away.

Thy book difplays a gracious light

That can the blind rellorej

But thefe are dazzled by the fight,

And blinded ftill the more.

The pardon fuch prefume upon,

They do not beg, but fteal

;

And when they plead it at thy throne,

Oh ! where's the Spirit's feal ?

Was it for this, ye lawlefs tribe,

The dear Redeemer bled ?

Is this the grace the faints imbibe

From Chrifl, the living head ?

Ah, Lord, we know thy chofen few

Are fed with heav'nly fare ;

But thefe the wretched hufks they chew

Proclaim them what they are.

The liberty our hearts implore,

Is not to live in fin •,

But ftill to wait at Wifdom's door,

Till Mercy calls us in.

* Fxod. xxviii. 33.
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THE NARROW WAY.

What thoufands never knew the road!

What thoufands hate it when 'tis known

t

None but the chofen tribes of God

Will feek or chufc it for their own.

A thoufand ways in ruin end,

One only leads to joys on high j

By that my willing fteps afcend,

Fkas'd with a journey to the Iky.

No more I afk or hope to find.

Delight or happinefs below ;

Sorrow may well poffefs the mind

That feeds where thorns and thirties grow.

The joy that fades is not for me,

I feek immortal joys above ;

There glory without end lhall be

The bright reward of faith and love.

Cleave to the world, ye fordid worms,

Contented lick your native duft

;

But God fhall fight, with all his flo:ms,

Againft the idol of your truft.

DEPENDENCE.

To keep the lamp alive,

With oil we fill the bowl

;

Tis. water makes the willow thrive,

And grace that feeds the foul.

The Lord's unfparing hand

Supplies the living ftream ;

It is not. at our own. command..

But ftill deriv'd from him,

Beware of Peter's word, *

Nor confidently fay,

"
1 never will deny thee, Lord,"

Eut grant I never may.

* Matth. xxvi. 33,

Man's wifdom is to feek

His ftrength in God alone ;"]

And ev'n an angel would- be weak,

Who trufted in his own.

Retreat beneath his wings,

And in his grace confide ;

This more exalts the King of kings t

Than all your works befide.

In Jefus is our ftore,,

Grace iflues from his throne ;

Whoever fays, " I want no more,"

ConfefTes he has none.

f John vi. 20.

4 u
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NOT OF WORKS.

Grace, triumphant in the throne,

Scorns a rival, reigns alone !

Come, and bow beneath her fway,

Caft your idol works away.

Works of man, when made his plea,

Never fnall accepted be

;

Fruits of pride (vain-glorious worm)!

Are the beft he can perform.

Self, the god his foul adores,

Influences all his pow'rs

;

Jefus is a flighted name,

Self-advancement all his aim.

But when God the Judge fhall come,

To pronounce the final doom,

Then for rocks and hills to hide

All his works and all his pride

!

Still the boafting heart replies,

What! the worthy and the wife,

Friends to temperance and peace,

Have not thefe a righteoufnefs ?

Banifh ev'ry vain pretence

Built on human excellence;

Perilh ev'ry thing in man,

But the grace that never can.

PRAISE FOR FAITH.

Of all the gifts thine hand beftows,

Thou giver of all good !

Not heav'n itfelf a richer knows,

Than my Redeemer's blood.

Faith too, the blood-receiving grace,

From the fame hand we grain

:

Elfe, fweetly as it fuits our cafe,

That gift had been in vain.

Till thou thy teaching pow'r apply,

Our hearts refufe to fee,

And, weak as a diltemper'd eye,

Shut out the view of thee.

Blind to the merits of thy Son,

What mis'ry we endure I

Yet fly that hand, from which alone,

We could expect a cure.

We praife thee, and would praife thee more,

To thee our all we owe;

The precious Saviour, and the pow'r

That makes him precious too.
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GRACE AND PROVIDENCE.

Almighty King! whofe wondrous hand

Supports die weight of fea and land

;

Whofe grace is fuch a boundlefs ftore,

No heart fhall break that fighs for more.

Thy providence fupplies my food,

And 'tis thy blefiing makes it good ;

My foul is nourifh'd by thy word,

Let foul and body praife the Lord.

My ftreams of outward comfort came

From him, who built this earthly frame;

Whate'er I want his bounty gives,

By whom my foul for ever lives.

Either his hand preferves from pain,

Or, if I feel it, heals again

;

From Satan's malice fhields my breaft,

Or over-rules it for the beft„

Forgive the fong that falls fo low

Beneath the gratitude I owe

!

It means thy praife, however poor,

An angel's fong can do no more.

I WILL PRAISE THE LORD AT ALL TIMES.

Winter has a joy for me,

While the Saviour's charms I read,

Lowly, meek, from blemifh free,

In the fnow-drop's penfive head.

Spring returns, and brings along

Life-invigorating funs

:

Hark ! the turtle's plaintive fong

Seems to fpeak his dying groans

!

Summer has a thoufand charms,

All expreflive of his worth;

'Tis his fun that lights and warms,

His the air that cools the earth.

What, has autumn left to fay

Nothing of a Saviour's grace ?

Yes, the beams of milder day

Tell me of his fmiling face,
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Light appears with early dawn

;

While the fun makes hafte to rifer

See his bleeding beauties drawn

On the blufhes of the fkies.

Ev'ning, with a filent pace,

Slowly moving in the weft,

Shews an emblem of his grace,,

Points to an eternal reft.
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